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THE MAN 
IN THE MOONLIGHT 


by Helen McCloy 


will enter Southerland Hall as the library clock 
is striking the hour of eight in the evening. ... 
This will give you ample time for the murder. 


Assistant Chief Inspector Foyle found this note on the 
campus of a New York University one afternoon. At. 
eight that evening Franz Konradi, Austrian biochemist 
and refugee, was shot in Southerland Hall. But there 
was no trace of a bullet. 

Basil Willing, psychiatric assistant to the D.A., had 
to find answers to a lot of questions: 

Why, though it looked like suicide, had Konradi 
prophesied that his death would not be suicide? 

Why did Konradi’s secretary, the beautiful Gisela von 
Hohenems, try to prevent Willing from crossing the 
campus the night of the murder? 

Why was Malcolm Southerland, the banker who fi- 
nanced Konradi, so anxious to prove it was suicide? 

Why were Professor Julian Salt and his lovely wife so 
apparently unmoved by Konradi’s death? 

And who was the figure in the moonlight—the figure 
that three witnesses described so differently? 

Basil Willing runs into professional jealousies and 
college politics. Surrounded by conflicting evidence and 
two subsequent murders, he delves into the maze of 
college intrigue and unravels a skillfully designed and 
executed crime. 


“If we see a horse galloping without hear- 
ing hoofs, if we see trees swaying without 
perceiving wind, or if, on a fine moonlit 
night, we meet a man apparently without a 
shadow, the whole affair will appear mysteri- 
ous and disquieting because there is some- 
thing lacking which should be there logically. 
When a witness has become thus unsettled 
not a single one of his sense perceptions can 
be relied upon.” 

HANS GROSS 
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CHAPTER ONE 


EXPLOSION 


THE DAY that Dr. Konradi was murdered dawned 
clear and windy—a fragrant spring day with a warm 
sun and a cool breeze. 

As Patrick Foyle sat on the campus of Yorkville Uni- 
versity, he had no premonition of mystery or violence. 
He was looking at a sheaf of printed bulletins the Dean 
of the College had given him. 

Assistant Professor Julian Salt... primitive cul- 
tures of Mexico. ... Professor Albert Feng Lo... 
concepts of abnormality. ... Professor Raymond 
Prickett . . . conditioned response and remote assocta- 
tion . 

Foyle’s pipe was drawing evenly, the western sun was 
genial against his back and the east wind fresh against 
his cheek with a tang of salt and tar. The lawn at his 
feet sloped down to the East River where the water re- 
flected the innocent blue of the sky. A string of coal 
barges was moving ponderously upstream with the 
drowsy deliberation of a slow-motion picture. Beyond, 
the Long Island shore looked flat, diminished and still 
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as a colored photograph. To the right, the granite clock- 
tower of the University library rose above a grove of 
elms that swayed and rustled in ladylike protest at the 
rudeness of the breeze. There was no other sound but 
the thud of tennis balls on the University courts beyond 
the trees. 

Foyle sighed contentedly as his glance followed the 
gulls climbing the sunlit void and coasting down an air 
current on motionless wings. It was hard to realize that 
this was just as much a part of New York as Police Head- 
quarters and General Sessions. Here, if anywhere, his 
boy would hear no talk of crooks or graft or mur- 
Geral ce-s 

It was then that Foyle noticed the piece of paper. 

A bit of rubbish would not have drawn his attention 
in a public park. But here, where not a single plantain 
marred the texture of the turf and not a single peanut 
shell or paper bag disturbed the neatness of gravel path 
and privet hedge, a stray bit of paper could not escape 
notice. 

It floated before the wind like a kite, twisting, rising 
and falling, until it came to rest on the grass a few yards 
from the bench where he was sitting. 

His sheaf of college bulletins fluttered fanwise with a 
sound like the cracking of whips. Had the wind plucked 
one from his grasp while he was watching the gulls? He 
rose, but the wind snatched away the errant bit of paper 
with almost human malice. Clenching his pipe stem 
between his teeth he charged after it and this time the 
caprice of the wind let it lie. He returned to his bench 
and smoothed the paper on his knee. 

He saw at once that it was not one of the printed bul- 
letins the Dean had given him. It was a carbon copy of a 
typewritten note. It began abruptly without date, ad- 
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dress or salutation and ended in the middle of a sen- 
tence. 


I take pleasure in informing you that you have 
been chosen as murderer for Group No. r. 

Please be particular to follow these instructions 
with as great exactness as possible. 

You will enter Southerland Hall from the east 
entrance just as the library clock is striking the 
hour of eight (8.00) in the evening of May 4 (Sat- 
urday). You must be out of the building by eight 
forty-five (8.45). This, however, will give you am- 
ple time for the murder. 

You must be as quiet as possible and be careful 
not to show a light as you might attract the atten- 
tion of the night watchman. If you are not out of 
the building by eight forty-five (8.45) you will find 
yourself in a very peculiar and unpleasant situa- 
tion. 

Once inside Southerland Hall, you will proceed 
directly to the laboratory, where... 


II 


“You've found it!” 

Foyle looked up. 

A man was standing on the gravel path—a man with- 
out hat or overcoat. His face was the saddest Foyle had 
ever seen. 

“T’ve lost some papers.’”’ He spoke with a faintly for- 
eign intonation. “I saw you run after that paper in the 
wind. I thought .. . perhaps... .” 

“What sort of papers have you lost?” 

“Notes on a series of chemical experiments. I doubt 
if you’d understand them. They’re in German and 
rather technical.” 
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“Well, I don’t understand this.” Foyle grinned as he 
held out the paper he had found. “Do you?” 

The man crossed the grass to the bench with a quick, 
resolute step. His age seemed somewhere between 
thirty-five and forty. Yet the hand that took the paper 
trembled slightly and Foyle noticed a few isolated white 
hairs that stood out vividly against the dark head in the 
sunlight. His grave, aquiline profile would have graced a 
coin. 

“Just a gag,” said Foyle. “But it gave me a turn. Col- 
lege boys sure do have queer ideas of what’s funny.” 

The man lifted unsmiling eyes. ““How do you know it 
is just a—gag?”’ 

“What else could it be? If anything like that were 
meant seriously, it would be in code. Besides—a real 
killer never uses the word murder. Political murderers 
call it direct action or liquidation. Husbands and wives 
call it avenging honor or defending the sanctity of the 
home. Even gangsters don’t murder you—they rub you 
out or bump you off. It’s the same in all languages. 
Whether a murderer is speaking French or German or 
Choctaw, he steers clear of plain words like kill or mur- 
der.” 

“You seem familiar with murder and murderers.” 

“T’m a police officer.” Foyle displayed his gold badge. 
“Assistant Chief Inspector commanding the Detective 
Division. I came here this afternoon to see the Dean 
about sending my eldest boy to Yorkville. I never had a 
chance to go to college myself, but I want him to go. 
My name’s Foyle—Patrick Foyle.” 

“And mine is Franz Konradi.” 

The name meant nothing to Foyle. 

“Then you as a police officer believe this letter could 
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not have been written by one of your American gang- 
sters?”’ 

Foyle looked at him suspiciously. But there was no 
hint of humor in those somber eyes. 

“T don’t know just where you come from, but I guess 
you haven’t been over here very long. Gangsters don’t 
say please. And they don’t threaten people with ‘very 
peculiar and unpleasant situations.’ Neither do they 
make carbon copies of their correspondence.” 

Konradi stood still, twisting the letter in long, thin 
fingers. 

“What’s it got to do with you?” asked Foyle. 

“I believe my laboratory is the only one in Souther- 
land Hall—I know I am the only chemist with rooms in 
that building. And this Saturday, May 4.” 

“Then it looks like somebody’s ribbing you.” 

“Ribbing?”’ 

“Playing a joke on you.” 

“Possibly. But my colleagues aren’t given to practical 
joking, and I doubt if any student would enter my lab- 
oratory uninvited. I’m a research professor in biological 
chemistry. Everyone knows that I’m engaged in experi- 
ments that can’t be interrupted.” 

Foyle permitted himself another grin. “I don’t know 
about Europe, but over here our students go for gags in 
a big way. And nobody’s safe—not even research profes- 
sors in biological chemistry. Maybe this is part of a 
fancy initiation into some fraternity or secret society,” 
he added, recalling a movie about college life he had ac- 
cepted as purest realism. 

“I only hope you're right.” Konradi dismissed the sub- 
ject with a fatalistic shrug. “I suppose I’ve reached that 
unenviable state of mind where every molehill seems a 
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mountain and every pin dropping sounds like an explo- 
S1ON 3. 

The sonorous note of a bell cut him short. He started 
violently. “Only the library clock. You see .. .” He 
held out a hand that was still shaking. “I’ve lost my 
nerve. Courage is a curious thing, isn’t it? Sometimes I 
think it is only the active form of fear. There’s no chem- 
ical difference between fear and rage. The quickened 
pulse rate, the increased blood sugar, the more rapid 
coagulation of the blood—all these things are the same. 
The only difference is in conduct. . . .” 

He drew fingertips across his forehead as if he were 
brushing aside a veil. ‘I think I have been working too 
hard. I must take a rest—a long rest—soon.” 

His eyes were on the river and he seemed to have for- 
gotten Foyle. 

“If I were you, I’d give this Southerland Hall a wide 
berth at eight o’clock.”’ 

Konradi’s eyes came back to Foyle. “I shall. But one 
thing puzzles me. How do they expect to get in? The 
laboratory doors are always locked when I’m not there 
and the windows are made of unbreakable glass.” 

“Has anyone a key beside yourself?” 

“The Dean and the janitor of the building. And my 
secretary.” 

“Well, I don’t suppose the Dean or the janitor are in 
this. What about your secretary?” 

“Gisela?” Konradi frowned like a man pricked with 
sudden, unwelcome doubt. “‘It’s impossible. She would 
never .. .” He left the sentence unfinished. 

Foyle studied him curiously. “If this thing has really 
got you worried, why don’t you see the Dean? Isn’t he 
supposed to be in charge of discipline?” 

“I don’t believe I'll trouble Dr. Lysaght about it.” 
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Konradi handed the letter back to Foyle. “One must not 
be what you call, in English, a spoil-sport.” 

He smiled for the first time and even his smile was 
sad as the brightness of sunset may be sad. Then he said 
something so startling that Foyle was at a loss for a 
reply. 

“If anything should happen this evening, I want you 
to remember one thing: I am just finishing an important 
piece of research and nothing would induce me to com- 
mit suicide while it is still pending. Please understand 
that, Herr Inspector, and remember it. No matter what 
happens—no matter what seems to happen—I shall not 
commit suicide.” 

_ He bowed with a hint of alien formality and turned 
away. Speechless, Foyle watched the tall figure with its 
quick, resolute stride decrease among the lengthening 
shadows. The sun was setting behind the trees, casting 
alternate bars of light and shade across the turf. Sud- 
denly, the wind seemed chill and unfriendly. In spite of 
his overcoat, the Inspector shivered a little as he rose in 
his turn and walked down the slope toward the library. 

Konradi had left so much unsaid. It was only natural 
he did not care to confide in a chance acquaintance. But 
why wouldn’t he confide in the Dean? 

Foyle met no one on the campus. The gravel path led 
him into a big, cobblestoned quadrangle bounded by the 
campus and three buildings. On his left stood the great, 
gray library parallel with the East River. Opposite him, 
to the south, was a chapel, discreetly chastened Gothic 
suggesting non-sectarian services. To the west, facing 
the library, stood a three-storied brick building, win- 
dows regimented as those of a jail. The only sounds that 
disturbed the academic peace were the cooing of pigeons 
and the splashing of a fountain in the center of the 
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quadrangle—a thin stream of water cascading over a 
small, dejected nymph. 

The Inspector compared his watch with the library 
clock and saw that the clock was one minute faster. 
Carefully he set his watch at 5.29 to coincide exactly 
with the clock. He had no plan of action yet. He still be- 
lieved the letter was a sophomoric hoax. But it sounded 
like a rather morbid hoax and he had a vague feeling 
that something ought to be done about it. 

He started to walk across the quadrangle to a path 
that led southwest, between the chapel and the brick 
building. As he drew near.the building, he noticed an 
inscription engraved on the stone lintel above the main 
entrance. 


1924 
SOUTHERLAND HALL 
ERECTED By MALCOLM SOUTHERLAND, AB 
Of the Class of 1915 and Trustee of Yorkville 
University. 


Foyle studied the east entrance of Southerland Hall 
with considerable interest. 

There was plenty of space around the building and 
this space had been planted with trees and shrubs to 
soften the penal severity of the windows. But to the In- 
spector trees and shrubs meant only one thing—cover. 
He saw at once that the “murderer for Group No. 1” 
would have all the cover he needed to approach Souther- 
land Hall unobserved. 

The Inspector frowned. 

And just then the academic peace was shattered by a 
pistol shot. 


CHAPTER TWO 


EXTRAVAGANZA 


THE SOUND came from Southerland Hall. 

Foyle ran up three shallow steps and tried the door. It 
yielded and he found himself in a long corridor. The air 
had the moist, unnatural freshness that means air-condi- 
tioning. A cry reached him through the first door on the 
left. He pushed it open. 

He had a fleeting impression of a lecture hall, people 
and machinery, including a phonograph and an East- 
man Kodak moving picture camera. But his attention 
centered on a small man holding a large revolver. There 
was an acrid smell unfamiliar to the Inspector. He knew 
only that it wasn’t cordite. 

With his left arm covering his heart, he seized the 
cartridge cylinder in his right hand so it could not rotate 
again. He thrust his thumb between hammer and breech 
so the hammer could not reach the next cartridge. 

“Don’t move!’’ Wresting the revolver from the other 
man, Foyle backed away until the whole room came 
within his angle of vision. He saw a frayed, shapeless 
woman in an old-fashioned hat who seemed like a faded 
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photograph of herself taken in 1928. He saw a sullen 
young man in a shaggy plaid jacket and disreputable 
gray flannel trousers. He saw a table covered with a 
funereal black mat fastened to the legs with tapes. On 
the mat, under hot floodlights, lay a wailing, naked baby 
about four months old. But none of these people ap- 
peared to be wounded and there was no one else in the 
room. 

Foyle turned back to the man who had held the re- 
volver. A long, white face, pointed teeth and steel- 
rimmed spectacles made him look like a scholarly shark. 
He was rubbing his right wrist with his left hand. 

‘‘What’s the meaning of this?” he demanded. “Who 
are you anyway?” 

“Just what I was going to ask you! I’m Assistant 
Chief Inspector Foyle of the New York Police Depart- 
ment. I was passing this building and I heard a shot.” 

“I suppose the sound of a shot means only one thing 
to a policeman!” Thin lips split into a toothy grin. 
“You're barking up the wrong tree this time, Inspector. 
I’m Professor of Experimental Psychology here—Ray- 
mond Prickett is my name. The baby on the table is my 
own son and I’m using him as one of the subjects in a 
series of experiments on fear in infants. As you prob- 
ably know, there are two ways of exciting fear in an in- 
fant. One is to drop it—on something soft, of course— 
and the other is make a loud noise close to its ear. I 
prefer the loud noise because I want to get the Moro re- 
flex as well as the gross reaction and I find a revolver 
shot the best noise for the purpose.” 

“Got a permit for this gun?” 

“Naturally.” 

“What if you hit somebody with a stray bullet?” 

“I’m using blanks.” Prickett’s gaze dwelt on Foyle 
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with sudden interest. “I’d like to test your hearing some 
time, Inspector. Most people who hear a shot unexpect- 
edly mistake it for a backfire. But you didn’t.” 

“I'd be a swell cop if I couldn’t tell a revolver shot 
from a backfire!’ Foyle was growing uncomfortable un- 
der that probing, impersonal gaze. 

“That’s interesting. I could use some of my students 
as controls and—” 

“No, thanks, I’m not having any! It doesn’t seem to 
be doing the kid much good.” 

The baby’s cries had subsided to a catching of the 
breath but its cheeks were wet with tears and it looked 
unhappy. 

“That’s what I say!’”’ came a plaintive cry from the 
faded woman. “But, of course, I’m only his mother 
and—” 

Prickett interrupted hastily. 

“Inspector Foyle—my wife. And this is Mr. Halsey, 
one of my students who helps me now and then in my 
experimental work.” 

The young man in the plaid jacket nodded curtly. His 
mouth was small and close; his eyes hard, bright and 
impenetrable as polished gray agate. Probably working 
his way through college by helping Prickett, thought 
Foyle. That would explain the trousers and the rather 
tense, self-contained manner. 

Mrs. Prickett could not be side-tracked so easily. 

“Inspector, do you really think these experiments are 
bad for Baby? They won’t let me comfort him when he 
cries because they say that encourages self-pity.” 

“If a man can’t experiment with his own child—” be- 
gan Prickett. 

“It’s just because he is your own child you shouldn't 
want to experiment with him!” wailed Mrs. Prickett. 
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“I thought emotional shocks gave kids complexes and 
things,” ventured Foyle. 

‘“‘My dear Inspector, please spare me the vulgar super- 
stitions of the Freudian mythology!” 

Halsey intervened in a taut, vibrant voice. 

“T’ll have to go, Dr. Prickett. I’ve an appointment at 
Six.” 

Prickett glanced at his watch. “Time for one more re- 
action! You'll find it interesting, Inspector, if you care 
to stay.” 

“Oh, must you?”” moaned Mrs. Prickett. “Baby hasn’t 
got over that last shot yet!’’- 

“That’s just why I want to see the effect of another 
shot on him now,” explained Prickett with angelic pa- 
tience. ‘I want to see if repetition of the fear stimulus 
will strengthen or weaken the startle-pattern.” 

“Jan!” Mrs. Prickett turned to Halsey. “Don’t you 
honestly think all this is bad for Baby?” 

Halsey looked at her without sympathy. “No.” 

“Well, you don’t have to be so blunt about it, do 
your” suggested Foyle. 

Halsey was focusing the moving picture camera di- 
rectly above the baby at a distance of six feet. “I be- 
lieve in speaking the absolute truth in all circum- 
stances,’ he announced solemnly. ‘““What we call ‘cour- 
tésy’ is simply a conventional form of lying and I won’t 
sacrifice my intellectual honesty to mere convention.” 

“You'd have to if you were on the Police Force.” 
Foyle’s tone was deceptively mild. ‘‘What’s the movie 
camera for? And why the black mat?” 

“The Moro reflex—as we call the startle-pattern in in- 
fants under four months—is too quick for the human 
eye, answered Prickett, reloading his revolver. “In order 
to study it we have to take a moving picture record at 
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the unusual speed of sixty-four pictures to the second 
and then project the film in slow-motion. The subject is 
set against a black background so every detail of his 
white body will show in the picture.” 

He bent toward the table as he attached the revolver 
to an electrical apparatus. The “subject’s” face puckered 
and it bawled lustily. 

“An interesting example of conditioning,” Prickett in- 
formed Foyle. “After I’ve experimented with babies for 
a while they begin to scream the minute they catch sight 
of my face.” 

“Sort of inconvenient around the house when they’re 
your own babies,” ruminated Foyle. 

“Not at all.’ Prickett answered serenely. ‘““When the 
experiment is over it will be a simple matter to recondi- 
tion the child by getting him to associate my face with 
something pleasant like food or affection.” 

Foyle had heard of reconditioned cars, but this was 
his first introduction to reconditioned babies. 

“Now, Marian,” Prickett turned to his wife. “Do try 
for once to overcome your completely personal bias. 
When you hear the baby cry don’t think of him—think 
of the unborn generations that will benefit by whatever 
slight stress we may be causing his nervous system to- 
day. The sooner we understand the origin and develop- 
ment of fear habits the sooner we’ll be able to conquer 
fear by emotional education. Ready, Ian?” 

SAN set:” 

Marian Prickett closed her eyes and put her fingers in 
her ears. Prickett with notebook open and fountain pen 
poised sat at a desk near the door into the hall. The 
door was open and Foyle realized suddenly that it was 
he who had left it open when he rushed into the room. 
Before he could call anyone’s attention to the fact, 
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Prickett pressed a switch button and the blank shot ex- 
ploded. The baby jerked its arms and legs and began to 
yell once more. The moving picture camera hummed in 
Halsey’s hands. 

“Cry perceptibly louder and more persistent after 
fourth shot,” muttered Prickett, scribbling furiously. 
“Of course we can’t tell until we project the film but I 
did have an impression that the eyes blinked. Possibly a 
decayed Moro with a superficial resemblance to the 
Strauss startle-pattern .. .” 

And then Marian spoiled everything. Running to the 
table she snatched the baby. into her arms without a 
thought of the unborn generations whose emotional edu- 
cation she was endangering. 

“There! There! Did the horrid old pistol frighten 
mother’s precious honey-baby? But he mustn’t cry like 
that, no, he just mustn’t!”’ 

Prickett and Halsey looked at each other with inex- 
pressible disgust. 

“Perhaps I'd better go, sir.” 

“Perhaps you’d better, Ian. It’s too late to do any- 
thing more this afternoon.” Prickett detached the revol- 
ver from the electrical apparatus and dropped it on the 
desk. ‘‘Get those films developed as soon as possible.” 

“O.K.” Halsey was packing the roll of film in a flat, 
round tin. “We got the Moro anyway. So long, Inspec- 
tor!” 

He left the room, shutting the door softly. Prickett 
eyed his wife with sardonic resignation as she covered 
the baby’s face with kisses. 

“It’s only perverted sexuality on your part, Marian. If 


it were not, you wouldn’t want to kiss him on the 
mouth.” 
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“Animal mothers lick their young and nobody calls 
that perverted sexuality!” 

“My dear Marian, you know nothing about animal 
psychology.” 

“You don’t have to know anything about animal psy- 
chology to know that animals aren’t perverted!”’ 

“Indeed!” A faint pink stained Prickett’s high cheek 
bones. “According to Zuckermann’s observations at the 
London Zoo all erotic perversions known to human be- 
ings are found among animals and I believe that 
Bélsche—” 

“T don’t know who Bolsche was and I don’t care what 
nasty things Zuckermann observed at the London Zoo!” 

“We're boring the Inspector.’’ Prickett turned to 
Foyle. “I’m sorry the experiment was such a flop. If 
you'd like to see another—” 

“No, thanks.” Foyle had decided that his own condi- 
tioning was not sufficiently scientific for him to enjoy 
Prickett’s experiments. 

A tap fell on the door. 

“Come in!” called Prickett. 

A girl appeared on the threshold. Foyle could not see 
her face clearly in the shadow of the doorway, but he 
had a glimpse of dark beauty that was subtle and 
strange. A cluster of white violets nestled on the shoul- 
der of her black tweed jacket and she seemed to bring a 
breath of grace and elegance into the bare room. 

“Do you know where I can find Dr. Konradi?” She 
spoke in a soft contralto. ‘““Mr. Southerland is asking for 
him.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t,’ answered Prickett. “I haven't 
seen Konradi all day.” 

“He must have gone home. . . .” She seemed to be 
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thinking aloud. “He isn’t in his office or his laboratory 
and yet . . . it isn’t like him to leave so early. . . .” 

“I met Dr. Konradi on the campus a little while ago,” 
volunteered Foyle. “I think he was on his way home 
then.” 

“Oh, thank you. Then I can probably reach him there 
by telephone. Mr. Southerland is very anxious to see 
him.” 

As soon as the door had shut, Marian Prickett found 
voice. 

“It’s sheer impudence for that girl to call herself Kon- 
radi’s secretary! Anybody can see what she really is. 
And no secretary’s salary ever paid for those clothes.” 

‘Perhaps she has means of her own,” suggested Prick- 
CLL. 

“Nonsense!”’ Marian thrust the baby’s arms into a 
small, pink sweater with unnecessary violence. “Every- 
one knows you can’t take money out of Austria—espe- 
cially when you’re a refugee.” 

“Who is she?” asked Foyle. 

“Gisela von Hohenems—a daughter of Count Alois 
von Hohenems.” Prickett was searching for something 
among the papers on his desk. “But she has sense 
enough not to call herself countess now she’s at work in 
this country. . . . Did you notice where I put that re- 
volver?” 

“On the desk.” 

“That’s what I thought. But it isn’t there.” Prickett 
glanced around the room. “I usually keep it locked up 
when I’m not using it. Not really necessary, of course. 
But it seems wiser.” 

“No doubt.” Foyle’s tone was dry. He surveyed the 
room more systematically than Prickett. But the revol- 
ver was not there. 
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“Let me see.” Prickett frowned. “I was talking to Ian. 
I took it out of the vise and put it down on the desk and 
I’m sure I haven’t touched it since.”’ He returned to the 
Gesko“le-must: be heres. -.”’ 

But it wasn’t. 

“I suppose I picked it up again. Funny I don’t re- 
member. Of course Marian’s hysteria distracted me so I 
scarcely knew what I was doing. .. .” 

“The door was open,” said Foyle. 

Prickett appeared to give a demonstration of his own 
“startle-pattern.’’ Unfortunately no moving picture cam- 
era was focused upon him, so it was impossible to be 
sure. 

“Wh-what do you mean?” 

“I left the door open when I came in and it stayed 
open during your experiment. That desk is right beside 
the door. We were all talking and watching Mrs. Prick- 
ett and the baby after the experiment. And the baby 
was making a lot of noise. Anyone coming along the hall 
could have noticed the revolver on the desk and taken it 
—without our seeing or hearing a thing.” 

“But—whye”’ 

“Maybe somebody wanted a revolver and didn’t want 
to bother about a permit.” 

“The door’s closed now.” 

“Halsey closed it when he went out. And Miss von 
Hohenems closed it again after she looked in.” 

“Jan! I wonder if he. . .” 

“Would he be likely to?” 

“Well, no. I’ve always cleaned the thing myself.” 

“What about the lady?” 

“Gisela? What would she want with a revolver?” 

“T don’t know. But someone wanted it. And took it.” 

Prickett laughed. “I suppose a police inspector can’t 
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help suspecting everything and everybody. But this is a 
university—not a gangsters’ hide-out. And the revolver 
isn’t dangerous—it’s only loaded with blanks. I must 
have put it down somewhere else and then forgotten all 
about it—like the absent-minded professor in the funny 
papers.” ; 

“Things do seem to get lost around here,’”’ remarked 
Foyle. “When I saw Konradi on the campus just now, 
he was looking for some papers he had lost.” 

“That’s odd,” admitted Prickett. “I can’t imagine his 
mislaying anything of importance.” 

“Ts he German?” . 

“Austrian.” Prickett stuffed some papers into a brief 
case. “Surely you’ve heard of him?” 

“Not me.” 

““He’s one of the foremost authorities on chemical fac- 
tors in cancer. But that didn’t keep the Nazis from send- 
ing him to their concentration camp at Dachau when 
they took over Austria.” 

“Why?” 

“Why do they do anything? Perhaps his grandmother 
was Jewish—perhaps he turned off the radio when Hitler 
was speaking. Nothing surprising about that. The sur- 
prising thing was his escape. I don’t know how he man- 
aged it. He won’t talk about it. But I never heard of 
anyone else escaping from Dachau, did you?” 

“Are you ever coming, Ray?’’ Marian paused in the 
doorway, holding the baby in a pink and white blanket. 

“Just a minute.” Prickett hurried into a light overcoat, 
seized a soft felt hat and stuffed the bulging brief case 
under one arm. ‘Will you lock the door, Inspector? It 
locks when you shut it, if you release the catch.” 

“Sure.” Foyle followed him into the hall and closed 
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the door carefully. He heard the lock snap into place. 

“Konradi’s laboratory is in this building, isn’t it?” 

“Next room to this.” A thin smile sharpened Prick- 
ett’s lips. “If you want to see something really luxu- 
rious in the way of laboratories you should get him to 
take you in there sometime. Malcolm Southerland has 
lavished money on the equipment. He’s even had the 
building air-conditioned and some special glass put in 
all the ground-floor windows so Konradi can have an 
absolutely controlled temperature for delicate biological 
experiments. God only knows what it cost, yet I can’t 
induce Southerland to buy a Darrow Photopolygraph 
for the Department of Psychology and that would be 
only a thousand dollars.” 

Marian Prickett had gone ahead. The corridor was 
empty except for a negro in dark blue shirt and trou- 
sers who was pushing a mop languidly across the tiled 
space before the entrance. At sight of Prickett, he took 
a key from his hip pocket. 

“You're last to leave, suh. Ah was just gonna lock up.” 

“Sorry to be late, Ezra,” said Prickett. ‘““This is your 
night for choir practice, isn’t it?” 

“Yessuh.” Ezra was staring curiously at Foyle and 
the Inspector decided that his dash into the building 
had not escaped notice. | 

“Oh, by the way.” Prickett halted. “You didn’t hap- 
pen to pick up my revolver just now, did you? It’s a 
Colt .45.” 

Ezra looked hurt. ‘‘Would ah be breakin’ the Eighth 
Commandment, Doctah Prickett, suh?”’ 

“Of course not. I only thought you might have seen 
it and carried it off to the Dean—not realizing it was 
mine. I use it for experiments.” 
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“Ah’ll look out fer it. Whereabouts did you lose it, 
suhe” 

“I didn’t exactly lose it. I thought I laid it down on 
my desk a few moments ago—but now I can’t find it. 
Not that it matters,’ went on Prickett, cheerfully. “I 
feel sure it’ll turn up!” 


CHAPTER THREE 


EXCITEMENT 


DAYLIGHT WAS EBBING fast when Prickett left 
Foyle on the steps of Southerland Hall. 

The Inspector didn’t like darkness. He remembered 
a precinct captain who sent out his night patrol at noon 
during an eclipse of the sun, with the remark: “It only 
needs a shadow across the sun to send this district into 
action.” 

The roofs of the University made a dark, ragged 
margin against the wan sky. Trees and buildings looked 
flat and insubstantial as if they were cut out of paper. 
Man depends on color and shadow for his sense of 
thickness and the leveling half-light had destroyed 
both. Miniature street lamps were lighted along the 
gravel paths, but there was still enough daylight to ab- 
sorb their radiance. In that gray world they were as 
useless as globes of orange tinted glass. Foyle never 
dreamed of day or night; all his dreams took place by 
twilight. Now as he walked through the dusk, he had 
an irrational feeling that he had stepped into the world 
of dreams, where anything may happen... . 
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The disappearance of Prickett’s revolver might be 
owing to Prickett’s own carelessness. The preposterous 
letter to the ‘murderer for Group No. 1” might be some- 
body’s idea of a joke. But the two taken together could 
not be explained quite so glibly. And then there was the 
odd behavior of Dr. Konradi. That letter had alarmed 
him. Yet he would not say why and he would not con- 
fide in the Dean. A man who had lived through the 
Nazi occupation of Austria would not be easily 
alarmed. For a moment Foyle played with the idea 
that this mysterious “Group No. 1” was a Nazi cell. 
That might explain the pompous style of the letter and 
its naif use of the word murder—it had been written in 
English by someone who thought in German. But in- 
genuous as Nazi agents in America had proved them- 
selves lately, even they would scarcely plan an assassi- 
nation on paper and in English without using a 
code. 

Whoever wrote the letter was obviously familiar with 
Yorkville University and Southerland Hall. Therefore 
the Dean seemed the appropriate person to consult. He 
was the only member of the University Foyle had met 
whom he trusted. Konradi was too enigmatic to invite 
trust and Prickett’s amused superiority had alienated 
Foyle completely. 

The Dean lived just beyond the library in a house of 
salmon-pink brick with a white porch, white shutters 
and white ruffled curtains—rather like those consciously 
demure Georgian houses built by the larger New York 
banks for their uptown offices. The front door was a 
sheet of plate glass. Foyle could see the river through 
another glass door opposite which led to a garden on the 
embankment. He rang the bell and after some moments 
the door was opened by an elderly maid. 
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“Tm sorry, sir, but the Dean is not at home. Is there 
any message?” 

Foyle hesitated. What sort of message could he leave? 
Dr. Lysaght was the embodiment of prudence and dis- 
cretion. He would be very sensitive to any hint of scan- 
dal involving the University. And suppose the thing 
were a mare’s nest after all. 

““No—no message. When will Dr. Lysaght be back?” 

“Not until late. “This i is the night of the Alumni Din- 
ner. Will you leave your name, sir?” 

The waxed hardwood floor reflected the shimmer of 
the crystal chandelier like a golden mirror. The wood- 
work was white, the walls papered in cream color 
sprigged with pink and green rosebuds. There was a 
flight of stairs curved as gracefully as a jet of water. 
There was an old French mirror and an old English 
table with a Sheffield card tray. Foyle looked at all this 
and decided that it was fortunate Dr. Lysaght was not 
at home. Vague, twilit forebodings could not survive 
in such a bright, conventional atmosphere. 

“No. [ll come again.” 

Night had fallen. The lamps beside the path were no 
longer globes of orange glass, but lamps making islands 
of light here and there in the darkness. The stars greeted 
Foyle with a friendly twinkle that seemed to say: “You 
see, it was just a false alarm. You can imagine anything 
at twilight.” 

He followed the path briskly until he came to the 
School of Mines, built over a deep archway that led to 
East End Avenue. Under the arch he met groups of 
young men happily disregarding the sign that requested 
pedestrians to leave the archway free for cars. 

Once outside the University walls, he breathed more 
freely. He walked down 83rd Street until he came to 
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York Avenue. The neighborhood was strange to him. 
Though he knew many Germans lived near by, he was 
surprised to see a shop window filled with Nazi publi- 
cations in German and English. As he had expected, 
there were a number of small restaurants catering to 
the University trade. His choice fell on a clean, quiet- 
looking place, largely because a man he had noticed 
under the archway was just entering. 

Gaudily colored steins and meerschaum pipes were 
ranged around the top of an oak wainscot, and the 
crowded room reeked with tobacco, sausage, cheese and 
beer. : 

“Perhaps you would prefer dinner in the garden?” 
suggested the headwaiter. 

The “garden” proved to be a typical Manhattan 
back yard. There was a trellis against the board fence, 
but no vines. A crazy pavement replaced grass under- 
foot. Six little tables were lighted by a string of Japa- 
nese lanterns, but only one was occupied. Foyle recog- 
nized the man he had seen entering the restaurant. 

It was a rather blunt profile with an air of vigilant 
audacity. Reddish gold hair, golden hazel eyes, sun- 
browned skin and tawny tweeds made him look all one 
blond color like a figure carved in sandstone. “That 
young fellow is going to amount to something some 
day,” thought Foyle. “And he knows it already. .. .” 

There was a woman with him now, but she sat with 
her back toward Foyle. He saw only a long evening 
coat of sapphire blue wool, a froth of short curls, pale 
as white wine, and a blue crépe de chine slipper with a 
tall heel and a prettily arched instep. Something glit- 
tered on the hand that lay along the arm of her chair— 
a shapely hand with long, oval nails that made Foyle 
wish he could see her face. 
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Viennese cooking has its.points. By the time the In- 
spector had progressed to apple strudel and biack coffee, 
he was so happily replete that he decided his queer feel- 
ing of uneasiness had been caused by hunger. “If ever I 
see Prickett again,” he reflected, “I must ask him if 
superstitious people aren’t usually underfed.” 

The man who had been speaking in a low murmur, 
raised his voice suddenly. 

“, . . You know what you mean to me, Amy. Life 
without you is—hell. I’ll go to pieces. There won’t be 
anything left.” 

Like most men of action, Foyle was a romantic. This 
fervent speech engaged his sympathy at once. But the 
man and woman were too absorbed in each other to be 
aware of him. 

“T can’t imagine why you insisted on this last meet- 
ing.” The woman’s voice was clear and cold as spring 
water. “My mind is made up. I told you that in No- 
vember. It’s painful for us to see each other now and it 
doesn’t do any good. There’s no going backward in life. 
What’s finished is finished.” 

“Give me another chance!” Foyle didn’t like to hear 
any man plead quite so abjectly. “Amy, darling, we 
could be so happy! You know we could. 

This time Foyle cleared his throat. he man looked 
up with a quick frown. “We can’t talk here... .” 

Foyle couldn’t hear the woman’s answer. But it si- 
lenced the man. He looked at her with an expression 
hard to analyze—more bitter than simple despair. Foyle 
wished he could talk to the young man and tell him 
that in twenty years he would laugh at the memory of 
this as he would ee now at the tragedies of his child- 
hood. 

It was the woman who signaled the waiter with a 
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nod of her elaborately curled head. The man paid the 
check and pushed the change toward the waiter. The 
woman was pulling on long gloves of pale blue suéde 
and the man sat watching her every movement. 

She rose at last, drawing her long, deep blue coat 
around her with a flash of pale blue skirts beneath. 
About her throat was a short necklace of sapphire and 
turquoise worked in a flat stylized pattern of sea-shells, 
each shell of dark stones alternating with a shell of 
light ones. Her eyes were more nearly turquoise than 
sapphire—round eyes set wide apart with the perpetu- 
ally startled expression of a blue-eyed kitten. 

Alone in the garden, Foyle took out his pipe and 
fumbled in his coat pocket for his tobacco pouch. His 
fingers encountered the sheet of paper he had found on 
the campus. By the fitful light of the paper lanterns he 
read it again. 


... You have been chosen as murderer for 
Group No.1... you will enter Southerland Hall 
from the east entrance just as the library clock is 
striking the hour of eight (8.00) in the evening of 
May 4th (Saturday) ... You must be out of the 
building by eight forty-five (8.45). This, however, 
will give you ample time for the murder. . . . if 
you are not out of the building by eight forty-five 
(8.45) you will find yourself in a very peculiar and 
unpleasant situation. .. . 


Foyle shook the ashes from his pipe and looked at his 
watch. Then he stuffed pipe and pouch and letter 
into his pocket and called for his bill. 

It was already seven forty-three. He must hurry if he 
wished to be at the east entrance of Southerland Hall 
when the library clock struck eight. 
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A white light like the ghost of sunlight bleached the 
gray masonry of the arch under the School of Mines. 
The moon had risen and it was almost full. The Inspec- 
tor felt as conspicuous as an actor on a spotlighted 
stage. 

Once inside the walls of the University, he left the 
path and walked in the shadow of the trees where the 
compliant turf hushed every footfall. The long win- 
dows of the library blazed with light, but the chapel 
and Southerland Hall were in darkness. Foyle made a 
circuit of the Hall. As he rounded the southwest corner 
he thought he heard the swift tapping of an expert typ- 
ist. But every window was dark. When he paused to 
listen more carefully, he heard nothing. He decided that 
his nerves had played a trick on him. 

He found a second entrance on the west side and 
tried the door. It was locked. He came back to the east 
side without seeing any sign of life. But the east door 
was standing ajar. He went up the steps and looked 
into the corridor. It was dark and silent. He pondered 
the situation a moment. Then he retreated and slipped 
between two syringa bushes to the left of the entrance. 
He had not been mistaken about the cover around 
Southerland Hall. The syringa was tall enough to hide 
him completely. It was less pleasant to realize that any 
one of the other bushes opposite was tall enough to hide 
someone else from him. 

Inside the shrubbery, he found himself next to the 
front window of the lecture hall where Prickett had 
conducted his experiment. Cautiously parting the 
branches of the syringa, Foyle could see the front door 
and the path leading to it. The moon bathed path and 
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lawn in a flood of radiant pallor. Only the blackness 
of the shadows betrayed the faintness of that deceptive 
light. 

A sound startled him. It was the library clock. He 
counted the strokes—six—seven—eight. He drew a 
deep breath and waited. Curious that suspense—the 
thing he liked best in a story—was the thing he always 
found hardest to bear in real life. 

Something moved in the shadow under the trees. 
Through a lacy web of leaves, Foyle saw a man coming 
furtively across the turf. Not a professional criminal. 
Any professional would realize that a furtive manner is 
more likely to attract suspicion than behavior that ap- 
pears normal. 

The man had to pass into the moonlight when he 
mounted the steps. Foyle recognized the tense, secretive 
face of Ian Halsey. His feet moved silently on rubber 
soles. Though he wore no hat nor overcoat, his hands 
were encased in heavy gauntlets. He didn’t seem sur- 
prised to find the door ajar. He paused on the top step 
and lifted his hand above his head as if he were reach- 
ing for something. Foyle could not see what it was. 

Halsey’s arm dropped to his side and he slipped into 
the building. The front door closed behind him noise- 
lessly. A moment later a tiny thread of light showed at 
one edge of the window beside Foyle. A dark shade in- 
side the glass made it impossible to see more and he 
could not have seen that much if he had not been stand- 
ing inside the shrubbery. 

He stepped out of the bushes as quietly as possible 
and tip-toed up the steps. He turned the door knob so 
slowly that it made no sound and pushed the door open. 

The corridor was almost in darkness, but there was a 
faint, fan-shaped glow of light from the door of 
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Prickett’s lecture hall which stood half-open. Farther 
down the corridor, on the other side, moonlight filtered 
through the dusty panes of a window at the end of 
a passage where the janitor kept his mops and pails. 

Foyle touched the hinges of the front door. A film of 
grease came off on his fingertips. Someone had gone to 
a great deal of trouble to make that door move noise- 
lessly tonight. 

He left it ajar. The tiled floor made it possible for 
him to move forward without fear of creaking planks. 
The stairway was opposite the door of the lecture hall. 
By standing in the shadow under the stairs he could 
look into the room without being seen. What he dis- 
covered left him more puzzled than ever. 

In spite of the ordinary electric fixtures, to say nothing 
of the flood lamps, the only illumination in the room 
came from a candle Halsey was lighting in a green china 
candlestick on the table. The black mat was gone. In 
its place stood an array of objects that suggested a 
rather frugal picnic. A sherry glass and a bottle of wine 
labeled CALIFORNIA WINE GROWERS ASSOCIATION. 
A tin of Chesterfields, a folder of matches and a glass 
ash tray. A box of BUTTERTHIN Biscuits. A glass bowl 
filled with strawberries. A Corona portable open and 
ready for use. A book with a gayly colored paper jacket 
—Victorian Murderers, by Wilson Steele. 

In the still air, the candle flame stood straight as a 
spear and Halsey’s shadow, monstrous against the dis- 
tempered wall, moved only when he moved. He dropped 
his lighted match on the tiled floor where it burned 
itself out. Leisurely, he poured a glass of sherry and 
sipped it while he ate the strawberries one by one with 
gloved fingers. When he had finished, he pushed the 
bowl aside. Under it lay a greenback—Foyle couldn’t 
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see the denomination. Halsey folded it and put it in 
his breast pocket. He lit one of the Chesterfields from 
the tin, and dropped his second match on the floor, 
treading out the flame this time. Then he began turn- 
ing the pages of the book, pausing to read every few 
moments. 

“He’s a cool young devil! And I don’t like those 
gloves. ...” The Inspector was thinking of finger- 
prints. 

Halsey looked at his wrist watch. Still moving slowly, 
he crushed his cigarette in the ash tray and lit a second 
one, dropping the match in the tray. The cigarette hung 
limply from his lower lip as he sat down at the table 
and began to type. He glanced at the open book from 
time to time as if he were copying something. The 
steady tap-tap-tap reminded Foyle of the sound he 
thought he had noticed when he walked around the 
building. Only that was before Halsey had ap- 
peared. . 

Abruptly the boy dropped his second cigarette in the 
ash tray and pulled the sheet of paper from the type- 
writer. Going to the other side of the table, he sat down 
again and began to correct what he had typed with a 
pencil. 

It was then that the Inspector heard a quick, resolute 
step. He had heard it only once before, but he would 
have known it anywhere. The candle flame choked and 
the shadows danced as the front door was flung wide. 
The round face of the moon peered through the open- 
ing and the tall figure of Dr. Konradi followed his 
own shadow down the corridor swiftly and irrevocably. 

Foyle’s eyes remained on the front door. It was mov- 
ing—closing. He dashed forward—just too late. He 
heard a key turn in the lock. As he stood wrenching 
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vainly at the doorknob, he heard a shot. It was followed 
by a scream from Prickett’s lecture hall—an inhuman 
scream that clung precariously to a high note, wavered, 
lost its hold and fell a long way into silence. 

Foyle ran into the lecture hall. Halsey was standing 
with his gloved fist against his mouth, staring toward 
another door which led to the next room. It opened 
upon darkness—the moon was on the other side of the 
building. Across the threshold, sprawled the body of a 
man, face down. He was beyond all help. The top of 
his skull was smashed like an eggshell. Before Foyle 
knelt and turned the head gently to see what was left 
of the face he knew it was Konradi. In one flash, a 
thimbleful of powder and an inch of lead had reduced 
a rare and ardent mind to this ugly thing that turned 
the stomach. 

Foyle saw the revolver beside Konradi’s hand. He 
saw the explosion had gone into the head through the 
roof of the mouth. He saw no other mark of violence— 
the wrists had not been bound, the teeth and lips were 
uninjured. There was no smell of chloroform, no visible 
symptom of a narcotic drug. How often had he heard 
medical examiners say that these things together were 
clear proof of suicide. And yet— 


Please understand that, Herr Inspector, and re- 
member it. No matter what happens—no matter 
what seems to happen—I shall not commit sut- 
Maer... 


Foyle felt a hand on his shoulder and looked up. 

Halsey’s agate-gray eyes were cloudy and unfocused. 
He stuttered, ““H-how did you—get in here?” 

“That’s beside the point now,” said Foyle, bitterly. 
“Turn on the lights, will you?” 
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Halsey walked deliberately to the nearest switch as 
if he were wading knee-deep in water. He fumbled for 
the button. Every movement was heavy with the con- 
scious effort of a man fighting against drunkenness or 
sleep. There was a click, but no light. 

“The lights won’t go on!” His voice cracked. “‘Let’s 
get out of here!” 

“The front door’s locked.” 

“Locked?” Halsey ran to the nearest window. He put 
forth all his strength trying to raise it. “I can’t. It’s 
nailed down.” Gasping for breath, he beat his fists 
against the glass. “Let me out! You devil! Do you hear? 
Let me out! Oh, God, I forgot!” He sank to his knees 
with a sob. “Unbreakable glass—in all the ground-floor 
windows. .. .” 

The two looked at each other. In the silence, they 
both heard a stealthy sound—the unmistakable sound 
of a door opening. 

“What are we going to do?” Halsey’s voice was shrill. 
“We're locked in with a murderer!” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


EXASPERATION 


THE SOUND appeared to come from the next room. 

Foyle took out his revolver. In New York all police- 
men are required to carry arms off duty—even chief 
inspectors. 

He walked to the table and blew out the candle. 

“You—you won’t leave me alone—here in the dark?” 
whimpered Halsey. 

“That light was too good a target.” 

Foyle groped his way toward the door into the next 
room and paused by the threshold. ‘There was a rustling 
sound beyond in the darkness—like dead leaves stirring 
in the wind. He had to step over the body to enter the 
room. 

With the revolver in his right hand, he felt his way 
along the wall with his left, moving as quietly as pos- 
sible. At first the darkness seemed absolute, but in a 
few moments his eyes grew accustomed to the faint 
light that came through unshaded windows from the 
open night, and he could see the glitter of fantastically 
blown bubbles of glass. This was a chemical laboratory 
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and it must be Konradi’s, for he had said he was the 
only chemist with rooms in the building. 

Foyle’s groping hand encountered a wire cage and he 
saw something move within. There was a stable smell, 
and little eyes, shiny as black pinheads, caught the 
faint light. Mice brought to the laboratory for some 
experiment. It was they who had made the rustling 
sound when they were roused from sleep in their straw 
bed. They stared warily at Foyle and he stared back 
at them wondering what they had seen. 

There seemed to be no other living thing in the room 
—no sound of human breathing or movement—no 
sound at all but the slow drip of a leaky faucet. Who- 
ever had been in this room a moment ago had escaped 
by the door into the hall. 

As Foyle moved cautiously toward that door, he 
heard a thunderous crash of breaking glass. A bell 
began to ring—the shrill, nagging clamor of a burglar 
alarm. He forgot caution and ran into the corridor. 

Four closed doors faced him, but he remembered the 
window in the janitor’s passage. He collided with a mop 
handle and a cool current of outdoor air bathed his 
face. A jagged hole gaped in the dusty glass—a hole 
large enough to admit a man. So this was their un- 
breakable glass... . 

Beyond the shattered window the bland moonlight 
flooded a rolling stretch of lawn that sloped upward to 
the campus. Impossibly, one of the bushes near Souther- 
land Hall began to move. It was a human figure moving 
out of the shadow cast by a bush into the moonlight. 
As Foyle thrust one knee on the sill and started to 
climb through the window, he had a blurred, fugitive 


impression of a solitary figure running over the crest of 
the hill. 
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A heavy grip fell on Foyle’s collar, twisted it vicious- 
ly and dragged him the rest of the way through the 
window, while a triumphant voice shouted: 

“Gotcha!” 

The Inspector shook off his assailant with a jerk of 
his shoulders. “If this is a sophomore’s idea of a 
yoKery. 2 

The man wasn’t listening. He called to another figure 
that came running out of the shadows. 

“Here he is, sir! Th’ other fella got away, but I 
caught this one red-handed—the dirty bum! He was 
tryin’ to escape an’ broke a window. Lissen, you!”’ The 
grip descended on Foyle’s collar again. “You'll haveta 
pay for that window!” 

Again Foyle shook himself free. “If you'll listen to 
me for one moment... .” 

“Inspector Foyle! What are you doing here?” 

Foyle turned. The second man was Prickett. 

“I must apologize,’ he panted. “Woodman—our 
night watchman—is a little impulsive.” 

“Is this guy a cop?” The watchman retreated several 
steps. 

“Yes, Woodman. I’m afraid we’ve made a mistake. 
But it doesn’t make much difference.” 

“Oh, doesn’t it?” Foyle controlled his temper with 
an effort. 

“My dear Inspector, I can clear up the whole thing 
in a few words. It’s just an experiment in the psychol- 
ogy of crime. Not a wholly original experiment—I’ve 
borrowed freely from Blane and Bickford. But I’ve 
also introduced a few little improvements of my own. 
At least, I like to think they’re improvements. The 
burglar alarm for one thing. And the unbreakable glass 
for another.” 
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“And Dr. Konradi lying in there with his brains 
blown out!” roared Foyle. “Is that part of the original 
experiment? Or one of your little improvements?”’ 

“You—you're joking!” 

“I don’t joke about crime. I don’t experiment with it 
either.” 

Woodman’s mind moved more slowly than Foyle’s, 
but at last he caught the drift of Prickett’s words. “Say 
—what’s all this about an experiment, Dr. Prickett?” 
he demanded furiously. ‘““Why—you—you—-said I was 
to keep a special watch on Southerland Hall because 
you’d seen tramps hanging around here. You said—” 

Prickett ignored this. “Inspector, you can’t really 
mean that Konradi is dead?” 

“Didn’t you hear a shot?” 

“T heard something. I thought it was a backfire on 
East End Avenue.” 

“How did you happen to run around here just now?” 

“Why—I—” Prickett moistened thin lips with a pale 
tongue. 

“Just passing by, eh?” 

“No. I had to lock the door and—” 

“Oh! So it was you who locked us in there! Didn’t 
you hear Halsey pounding on the window and yelling 
for someone to let us out?” 

“Of course. I thought Halsey’s reaction most interest- 
ing.” 

“You mean to say you heard him yell and you hadn’t 
sense enough to unlock the door?” 

“I don’t like your tone, Inspector. I couldn’t unlock 
the door. That would have ruined the experiment.” 

“Why did Konradi come back to Southerland Hall 
after telling me he wouldn’t be here this evening? Was 
that part of the experiment?” 
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“Konradi had nothing to do with it.” 

“And I suppose your revolver had nothing to do with 
it either!” 

“My revolver?” 

“You said it would turn up. It did. It was used to kill 
Konradi. Maybe you were studying his startle-pattern 
and forgot to use a blank instead of a bullet.” 

“But I lost the revolver this afternoon, I couldn’t 
have used it this evening.” 

“You might have pretended to lose it. You might 
have slipped it into that brief case you took home with 
you. Is there a telephone in Southerland Hall?” 

The front door was still locked, the burglar alarm 
still ringing. Prickett took a key from his pocket and 
Foyle unlocked the door. Automatically, he felt for the 
switch. Again there was a click, but no light. 

“I—I turned off the current by removing part of the 
main switch,’ volunteered Prickett. 

“Another of your little improvements?” 

“No, I got that from Blane. Darkness intensifies 
the emotional reaction of the subject.” 

“Where’s this main switch?” 

“In the basement. I can fix it in a minute.” 

Prickett groped his way toward the stairs. 

“And turn off that blasted burglar alarm!” Foyle 
turned to Woodman. ‘““Where’s the telephone?” 

“They got phones in them offices.” He pointed to 
the four closed doors on the right. “I gotta pass key 
and—” 

Woodman’s voice faded as the lights blazed into be- 
ing. He could see Konradi’s body through the open 
door of the lecture hall on the left. 

“Good Lord! I forgot all about Halsey!” Foyle 
crossed the lecture hall to the window where the boy 
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was lying unconscious. “Help me get him into one of 
the offices.” . 

Woodman unlocked the first door on the right. Be- 
tween them they carried Halsey across the corridor. 
The office was more personal than the lecture hall. Dis- 
tempered walls and tiled floor were the same, but there 
was a Persian rug in ripe fruit colors, a mahogany desk 
and several armchairs. Halsey sprawled in one, limp 
but still breathing. 

Foyle reached for the telephone and paused. “When 
you collared me so efficiently you said something about 
the other fellow getting away. Did you get a look at 
that other fellow?’ 

“Sure.’” Woodman locked the door of the lecture hall 
where the body lay, and returned to the office. ‘He run 
up that slope toward the campus and I seen him good 
when he crossed the open space in the moonlight. Little 
runt, he was—short an’ thin—an’ he had a soft felt 
hat with the brim pulled down over his eyes. He run 
in short, jerky steps like he wasn’t used to runnin’ much. 
His head was bobbin’ up an’ down an’ he don’t know 
how to carry his hands. It took him two-three minutes 
to get to the top o’ that hill. Geez! It burns me up to 
think I didn’t go after him instead of you!” 

The alarm bell ceased ringing and it was like a sud- 
den cessation of toothache. Foyle called the radio room 
at Police Headquarters. Precious minutes had been lost. 
But how could you make haste alone in an isolated 
building with the lights turned off, the windows nailed 
down, and three men who ought to be watched every 
minute? 

“, .. A short, thin man with a soft felt hat,” Foyle 
was speaking into the telephone. “Runs in short, jerky 
steps—unused to running. Last seen in grounds of 
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Yorkville University going toward the East River. 
Probably has bloodstains on hands and clothing. Not 
much to go on, but send it out just the same. And now 
give me Homicide. . . .” 

Halsey moaned and struggled into an upright po- 
sition. ‘“What happened? How did I get here?” 

“You passed out and we lugged you in here.’’ Wood- 
man took a flask from his hip pocket. 

But Halsey shook his head. “No, thanks. I never 
touch the stuff.” 

Foyle hung up the receiver and swung round in his 
chair. “I saw you walk into a bottle of wine a little 
while ago.” 

“Did you?” Halsey was still dazed. 

“Why did you say all the ground floor windows were 
made of unbreakable glass?” 

Halsey hesitated like an actor uncertain of his cue. 
Then he said: “Well, they are.” 

“Not the one in the janitor’s passage way.” 

“That’s right. I must’ve forgotten that one.” 

Foyle eyed him steadily. ‘“You’re the young fellow 
who always tells the absolute truth, aren’t you?” 

Halsey flushed. ‘““Why are you questioning me like 
this?” 

“Why not?” Foyle’s voice was tired and level. “I was 
at the front door when I heard a shot and a scream. 
By the time I got into the room you were standing 
beside a dead man and a revolver—Prickett’s revolver, 
Prickett missed it this afternoon just after you left the 
room.” 

“What about the guy who broke the window an’ run 
up the hill?” put in Woodman. 

‘We've no proof he was the murderer. Anyone who 
happened to be locked in a dark building when there 
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was a shot and a scream might break a window if he 
couldn’t get out any other way.” Foyle’s eyes searched 
Halsey’s face. ““Why the winter gloves?” 

Halsey started and looked down at his hands as if he 
had forgotten the heavy gauntlets he was wearing. “I 
—I like to keep my hands clean.” 

Foyle took a pencil from his pocket and a pad of 
paper from the desk. “Where do you live when you're 
at home?” 

“Here in New York. East 61st Street? 

“Your father’s name?” 

“John H. Halsey.” 

Foyle’s gaze traveled slowly from the dirty white 
tennis shoes, to the disreputable flannel trousers. 

“Not the President of the Mercantile Bank and Trust 
Company?” 

“Yes, he is. What’s so funny about that?” 

Foyle realized the boy was speaking the truth. He 
was the heir to all those pervasive financial forces known 
vaguely as the “Halsey interests.” He didn’t bother to 
maintain a neat appearance or a pleasant manner be- 
cause he didn’t need to propitiate anyone. Even in a 
murder case, it would be impossible for the police to 
subject him to severe questioning. Yet everything he 
had said suggested that he was concealing something. 
Foyle tried one more question. 

“What were you reaching for when you raised your 
hand above your head just before you entered this 
building tonight?” 

“You're crazy!” Halsey’s voice quavered. “I wasn’t 
reaching for anything!” 

Prickett appeared in the doorway. 

“You've been a long time since the lights went on,” 
complained Foyle. 
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“I stopped to look at the broken window. I thought 
there might be traces. But I couldn’t find any.” 

Foyle realized suddenly that Prickett was the short- 
est and thinnest of the three men. “Ever run in a track 
meet?” 

Prickett looked as if he thought the Inspector’s mind 
was going. But he answered quietly: “No, I’ve never 
had time for sport. I worked my way through college.” 

Foyle’s glance rested on the soft felt hat Prickett 
was carrying. “While we’re waiting for the Homicide 
Squad, I’d like to hear a little more about that experi- 
ment you staged this evening.” 

Prickett looked like a Balkan prime minister who has 
just received a cordial invitation to Moscow or Berch- 
tesgaden. 

“T had no wish to involve anyone in the experiment 
but Halsey and myself,’ he hastened to explain. “I was 
horrified when I saw you climbing out that window 
and another man running up the hill in the moonlight.” 

“Could you identify that other man if you saw him 
again?” 

“Tm afraid not. At the time, I thought it was Kon- 
radi.” 

“But Konradi was tall!” 

“That was why I mistook him for Konradi. He had 
the same height. But now I come to think of it he was 
more muscular than Konradi—large as well as tall. 
And he was wearing a hard felt hat, while Konradi 
usually went about the campus bare-headed.” 

Foyle contemplated Prickett until the silence grew 
significant. Then he said, mildly enough: “Woodman 
has already described the man in the moonlight as 
short and thin and wearing a soft felt hat.” 

“That's right,” put in Woodman. “Little runt, he 
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was, joggin’ along at a clumsy dog-trot like he wasn’t 
used to runnin’.” i 

“On the contrary, the man sprinted like an experi- 
enced track runner,” said Prickett, firmly. “Arms bent 
at the elbow, head up and legs moving in long, easy 
strides as steadily as pistons. After all, I am a trained 
observer, Inspector, and Woodman is not. I saw the 
figure quite distinctly in the moonlit space beyond the 
shrubbery and I am prepared to swear in court that he 
was unusually tall.” 

““Short an’ thin,’ muttered Woodman under his 
breath. ’ 

Foyle looked from one to the other. ‘“We-ell,” he 
drawled. “Somebody’s lying.” 

They heard footfalls. Someone came up the steps 
that led to Southerland Hall and walked down the cor- 
ridor. Foyle raised his voice. 

“You boys certainly took your time about getting 
here!”’ “s 

“Maybe it’s Ezra, the janitor,” said Halsey. “He 
goes to choir practice every Saturday evening, but he 
should be back by this time.” 

The footfalls halted as soon as they reached the room 
where Foyle and the others were sitting. A young man 
in tawny tweeds stood on the threshold. The light from 
the desk lamp caught the gold in his reddish hair and 
left his face in shadow. 

“Hello, Prickett. What the hell is going on?” 

“Who are you?” countered Foyle. ““And what are 
you doing in here?” 

The young man stared. “Just what I was going to 
ask you. This happens to be my office. I am Julian Salt, 
Professor of Social Anthropology.” 

“Assistant professor,” murmured Prickett. 
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Salt bowed with irony. ‘“‘Thank you, Prickett. Assist- 
ant Professor of Social Anthropology is quite a mouth- 
ful, but the distinction is important. Assistant profes- 
sors can be fired and other professors can’t.” He moved 
into the light and Foyle recognized the bold, blunt 
profile of the man he had seen at dinner. Though 
Prickett was the full professor and Salt the assistant, 
it was Salt who had the air of assurance and prosper- 
ity. “Did you break that window on the north side?” 
he asked Prickett. 

Foyle answered. “Apparently it was broken by the 
murderer.” 

“The—what?” 

“Dr. Konradi has been murdered.” 

Salt looked at Prickett for confirmation. 

“Good God!” 

Foyle gave Salt no time to recover. ‘““Where were 
you at eight o’clock this evening?” 


“Konradi ...” Salt dropped into the nearest 
chair. “Are you sure it wasn’t suicide? These refu- 
geese.” 


“T asked you where you were at eight o’clock.” 

“Oh...” Salt looked up. “I was dining with my 
wife at a restaurant on York Avenue. No, that was 
earlier. We separated about quarter of eight and she 
took a taxi downtown. By eight, I must have been 
somewhere on the path between the chapel and this 
building, walking toward the library. I reached the 
library a little after eight and I’m sure the librarians 
in the Science and Technology Room will tell you I’ve 
been there ever since. But I’ve no alibi for eight o’clock 
if that’s what you're after. I didn’t meet a soul.” 

“What brought you here just now?” 

“I came out of the library and saw lights in my 
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office across the quad. I knew Ezra was at his prayer 
meeting, or whatever it is, so I decided to come over 
here and investigate.” 

A gold case gleamed in Salt’s hand as he offered 
Prickett a cigarette. 

“Did you hear any sound like a shot at eight o’clock 
or a little later?” 

“T believe I did.” Salt lit a cigarette for himself and 
the room was filled with the pungency of fine Turkish 
tobacco. 

“You weren’t alarmed?” 

Salt’s light hazel eyes twinkled. “I thought it was one 
of Prickett’s experiments.” 

“Did you see anyone on the campus when you were 
crossing the quadrangle on your way to the library?” 

“Good Lord! I’d nearly forgotten! I did see someone 
on the campus running toward the river just after I 
heard that noise.” 

Foyle’s attention quickened. “Can you describe 
him?” 

““Fim’?” Salt smiled through the cigarette smoke. 
“It was a woman. I couldn’t see her distinctly, but I 
have an impression she was in evening dress—high 
heels; long, pale dress; and long, trailing dark coat 
that streamed behind her as she ran. . . .” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


EXILE 


THE LONG, candle-lit table was festive with a wintry 
glitter of crystal and silver. Red roses were piled in 
the center of white damask. With ritual gravity, a 
butler was pouring white Burgundy. Basil Willing 
suppressed a yawn and racked his brains for an excuse 
to leave early. 

He knew he had only been invited because some 
other man had failed his cousin Cynthia at the last 
moment. She was a cousin by marriage on his father’s 
side and that made their relation intimate enough for 
her to conscript him but not quite intimate enough for 
him to refuse point-blank. He appreciated the white 
Burgundy because he could not afford imported wines 
at home. But he never quite appreciated Cynthia and 
her friends after a long day at the hospital. He couldn’t 
help wondering if a daily ration of beef like that tourne- 
dos Béarnaise wouldn’t do the neurotic children who 
came to his psychiatric clinic more good than vitamin 
pills or psychotherapy. .. . 

47 
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“I don’t believe you’ve heard a single word I’ve been 
saying, Dr. Willing!” 

Basil wrenched his attention back to the haggard 
vivacity of the middle-aged siren on his right. She was 
smoking with her salad, a habit he disliked, and her 
orange lipstick had missed one corner of her mouth 
leaving it blue as skimmed milk. 

“T have listened religiously,” he assured her. “You 
are one of Cynthia’s neighbors in the country and you 
don’t like the new people who have bought the old 
Randall place, but you do think the government should 
stop supporting the unemployed in luxury and do some- 
thing about Japanese beetle before your rose garden is 
ruined. You think that it makes women look older to 
brush their hair up from their ears and you do hope 
there won’t be any horrid wars in the Mediterranean 
next summer just as you’ve made all your plans to go 
to Capri.” 

“Why, you really have been listening!” The lady 
was mollified. “‘Now you must tell me more about your- 
self. It must be too utterly shattering to spend so much 
time among people who are mentally deficient. How can 
you bear it?” 

“It has compensations,’ returned Basil. “At the 
clinic, I escape the horrors of sanity.” 

“Why, Dr. Willing, what do you mean by that?” 

He could hardly believe his good fortune when he 
was Called to the telephone. 

He rose with a deliberate gesture of apology. If most 
gestures are “‘short-hand for acts,” Basil Willing’s were 
always written in long-hand, measured, spacious and 
complete. Even when he moved swiftly, he never 
seemed to hurry because there was never anything 
slurred or irregular in his motion. 
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He took the call in the library. 

“Sorry to interrupt you on a party,” came the famil- 
iar voice of Inspector Foyle. 

“You needn’t worry about that!” 

“T called your house and they gave me this number. 
I’m out at Yorkville University. Say, didn’t you study 
psychiatry and criminology in Vienna? Ever hear of 
Franz Konradi?” 

The bookshelves seemed to fade. In their place, 
Basil saw Vienna of the Twenties—a city of beautiful 
parks and shabby, baroque palaces, ravaged by defeat 
and inflation, yet leading the world in medicine and 
slum clearance. A city where thoughtless tourists 
flocked to buy bargains in clothes, jewels, castles, 
medical degrees and titled husbands, while a great 
radiologist couldn’t afford to buy his equipment and 
made it with his own hands better than any on the 
market. Basil saw a crowd of young men at the door of 
an amphitheater, himself among them. Someone was 
saying: “No room inside—Konradi’s lecturing today 
on chemical factors in nervous disease.” ‘Through the 
half-open door he could see the firmly modeled, 
thoughtful face of the lecturer... . 

“Yes, I’ve heard of him.” 

“Well, he’s been murdered.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Ill say! Somebody has blown his brains out.” 

Basil stared at the unresponsive telephone. It had 
taken nature and society together so long to develop a 
brain like Konradi’s.... 

“Right down your alley, doc!” The Inspector was 
saying cheerfully. “It happened during a psychological 
experiment—at least, that’s what they say. Sounds 
phoney to me. That’s where you come in. I want you 
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to tell me if it’s on the level or not. There’s a guy here 
named Prickett and he’s a three-ring circus all by him- 
self—but wait till you see him. Can you come. right 
away? I’m at a joint they call Southerland Hall... .” 

Basil had no trouble finding his little Buick conver- 
tible squeezed between two big limousines, a Lincoln 
and a Chrysler, belonging to other guests. He turned 
east at 72nd until he came to the river, black beneath 
the pale sky. Slanting moonbeams brought out the drift 
of dust along the waterfront street as oblique light 
brings out symptoms of skin disease. 

Curious he hadn’t heard before that Konradi was in 
this country. He knew several men who had studied with 
Konradi in Vienna for years. When he was first arrested 
they raised money to ransom him. But the Nazis who 
had released Freud and Louis de Rothschild for ransom, 
had refused to release Konradi, and the money had been 
returned to each contributor. None of these men had 
ever spoken of Konradi’s being in America. If they 
had known about it they would certainly have men- 
tioned it to Basil. Why had Konradi avoided his former 
students? 

A red beacon in mid-stream marked the lighthouse 
on Welfare Island. Basil studied a map of Manhattan 
in the glow of the instrument panel and saw that he 
was on Marginal Street. But a street sign contradicted 
the map and insisted that he was on Marie Curie Boule- 
vard. He began to wish he had asked for explicit di- 
rections. 

He passed a warehouse with a coal chute leading to 
the river, dark and empty, waiting to be demolished by 
workers on the new East River Road. He came to a tall 
iron fence. Beyond was an open park and scattered 
buildings. This must be the southern boundary of the 
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University. There was no entrance for cars at that point, 
but a small gate led to a foot path. He parked his car 
and proceeded on foot, hoping to meet someone who 
could direct him to Southerland Hall. 

The buildings proved farther afield than he had real- 
ized. The path wound uphill in an S-shaped curve. 
As he entered the first loop of the S he had a glimpse 
of two figures in the second loop, quite near him as the 
crow would fly, but a long way around by the path. 

The girl was in the shadow of the trees. The moon 
fell full upon the boy’s fair silky hair and smooth, im- 
mature face. Another step and they were lost from view. 

Basil hurried on hoping they could tell him if he 
were going in the right direction. But when he rounded 
the second curve, there was only one figure—the girl’s. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said, conventionally. “But is 
this the way to Southerland Hall?” 

Her response was distinctly unconventional. 

“You shall not go there!” 

“Why note’ 

She was still in shadow. Her face was only a dim 
oval, but her aplomb told him that she was pretty. She 
seemed to be wearing a long, dark coat and a long pale 
dress. 

“Tt’s closed at night.” The O sound was round and 
delicately alien. “You wouldn’t be able to get in.” 

“You didn’t say I couldn’t at first. You said I 
shouldn’t. There is a difference.” 

“My English is not very good. Shall, will, can, may— 
it’s all so confusing.” 

“T’ll have no trouble getting in,” he went on. “I’m 
meeting someone there by appointment.” 

“Oh ...” She caught her breath as if she had been 
wounded. She came closer and he was conscious of a 
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faint fragrance of white violets. “You're too late.” Her 
voice was low and urgent. “Don’t go. Please!” 

‘All this is only whetting my curiosity. Nothing could 
keep me from going there now.” 

She was quite close. He could see that her eyes were 
large, dark and brilliant. “Nothing?” There was a soft 
insinuation in her voice—an inflection so faint that it 
might be his imagination. 

“If you’re trying to vamp me, you've chosen quite 
the wrong moment.” 

“You are rude!” In anger, her R was as alien as her 
vowels. . 

“Sorry. But I really have an appointment and I am 
late.” 

He started down the path. As he expected, there was 
a step behind him. 

“Don’t go so fast! I will show you the way.” 

“Oh, you've changed your mind?” He noticed that 
she wasn’t having any trouble with her shalls and wills 
now. 

“If I don’t show you, someone else will.” 

“And if you do, you can keep an eye on me.” 

“Why should I wish to keep an eye on you?” 

“That's what I was wondering.” 

They came to a chapel. A lighted building stood on 
the left. 

“Why—there are lights!”” Her voice wavered. 

“Anything strange about that?” 

“I don’t know. I hope not. . . . Well, there is your 
Southerland Hall. Good night!” 

“Wait a minute. Where are you going?” 

“That hardly concerns you!” 

“Perhaps not. But it may concern Inspector Foyle.” 
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“Whor” 

“An inspector of police. Something rather extraordi- 
nary has happened at Southerland Hall tonight and the 
police are in charge. They'll want to know why you 
were so anxious to keep me from coming here.” 

Basil could feel rather than see that she was peering 
at him in the darkness. “What has happened?” 

“They'll tell you.” 

“And if I refuse to come? I suppose you’ll drag me 
there by main force!” 

She stepped into the light from the open door. It was 
a pale face shadowed by a thick cloud of dark hair. 
“Pretty” wasn’t the right word. The subtle spirit that 
lived in her eyes and played upon her lips made all 
the pretty faces he had ever known seem trite. This 
was not even beauty but sorcery. 


II 


The corridor was crowded with men. Basil recognized 
some as Homicide Squad detectives and he assumed 
that the others were local precinct men. But the boy 
lounging in the third doorway on the right didn’t look 
as if he had ever been subjected to police discipline. 
His sullen face lighted as he saw the girl with Basil. 

“Gisela! Have they dared to drag you into this?” 

Her eyes were wide with fear. ‘““What do you mean? 
What has happened?” 

“Don’t you know?” 

“Jan, tell me quickly!” 

The first door on the right opened and Foyle stood 
on the threshold. 

“Mr. Halsey, I asked you to wait in Dr. Prickett’s 
office with the others.” 


54 THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


The boy turned on him with the fluid fury of a snake. 
“Who are you to order me around?” 

Foyle’s glance took in Basil and the girl as if Halsey 
didn’t exist. 

‘Miss von Hohenems? I am the officer in charge of 
the case. Will you please come into Mr. Salt’s office?” 

He stood aside to let them pass. Gisela turned when 
she reached the center of the room. 

“I am Dr. Konradi’s secretary and—” She paused. 
She was looking at a pile of notebooks on the desk. 
“What are you doing with his laboratory notes?” Her 
voice was suddenly breathless. 

“Sit down, please.” Foyle closed the door and came 
forward. “You must prepare for a shock.” 

She sank into the chair Basil pushed forward without 
taking her eyes from Foyle. ‘“‘He is—dead?” ‘The words 
were scarcely audible. 

“Murdered.” 

“Oh, no! They couldn't!” 

Tears stood in her eyes but she made no sound. She 
did not seem aware of them or anything else in the room 
at that moment. 

Under the harsh ceiling light, her face had the white, 
velvety luster of a pearl. Basil had seen that lucent 
pallor before—in the faces of anemic patients. She 
seemed about twenty-six or seven—she must have been 
a child of four or five during the World War. In Vienna 
he had heard tales of Austrian children who developed 
anemia during the food blockade—children who spent 


hours in bed each day to conserve strength that would — 


have been exhausted by normal exercise. 

She wore no hat. She had thrown a sport coat of 
purple homespun over her shoulders without waiting 
to slip her arms into the sleeves. Her dress was a 
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glistening white silk jersey that clung affectionately to 
breast and waist and fell in supple, swaying folds to 
her feet. The sort of dress a woman wears for dinner 
at home when she wants to relax, but scarcely the sort 
she would choose for a late excursion among the by- 
paths of an unfrequented park. The hem was green 
with grass stains, the high heels of her white sandals 
were muddy. ... 

““They’?” said Foyle at last. 

Gisela looked at him as if he were speaking a lan- 
guage she did not understand. Then with an obvious 
effort she brought her attention to bear on what he had 
said. ““They have agents everywhere. Dr. Konradi had 
no other enemies.” 

Even now that she was three thousand miles from the 
Headquarters of the Geheime Staats Polizet she would 
only speak of “them” and “they.” Basil was reminded 
of the way a man released from prison will automati- 
cally confine his pacing to the six feet of his cell in a 
room twenty feet long. 

“Have you any reason to believe that Konradi was 
being pestered by Nazi agents?” 

Foyle’s blunt use of the word ‘‘Nazi’” disturbed her 
ias if he had violated a taboo. “No. No reason whatever.” 
She was no longer a woman grieving for the dead, but a 
witness in a murder case—a frightened witness answer- 
ing each question warily. 

“We already have proof that the murderer was not 
a Nazi.” Foyle took a sheet of paper from the desk. 
“This is a list of the people who were in Southerland 
Hall when Dr. Prickett’s revolver was stolen. Ezra, the 
janitor, was working in the corridor all afternoon where 
he could see everyone who entered or left the building. 
His own name is not on the list because he has an 
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alibi for the time of the murder. He sings in the choir 
of a Harlem church and the whole choir as well as the 
rector swear that he was there at eight o’clock. I’ve 
also eliminated myself.” Foyle smiled. “And Prickett’s 
son who is only four months old. That leaves a list of 
eight people. One of them stole the revolver that killed 
Konradi and we think it safe to assume that the thief 
and the murderer are the same person, for murder is 
generally a one-man job outside gangster cases.” 
Foyle read the list aloud: 


“Malcolm Southerland, trustee 

“Raymond Prickett, Professor Experimental Psy- 
chology 

“Marian Prickett, his wife 

“Julian Salt, Assistant Professor of Social Anthro- 


pology 

“Amy Salt, his wife 

“Albert Feng Lo, Visiting Professor of Abnormal 
Psychology 


“Ian Halsey, undergraduate student and assistant 
to Dr. Prickett 


“Gisela von Hohenems, Dr. Konradi’s secretary. 


“Now you see why we are so sure the murderer was 
not a Nazi.”” The Inspector’s glance rested impersonally 
on Gisela. ‘There is no German or Austrian name on 
the list—except your own.” 

She sat still and white as a woman made of snow 
save for dark hair and burning eyes. “You are not 
accusing me—?” 

“Not at all. But I'd like some particulars. Why did 
you leave Austria?” 

“My father supported Dr. von Schuschnigg’s cam- 
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paign against them. The day before they crossed the 
border we were told that everyone who had contributed 
to the Schuschnigg plebiscite fund would be arrested 
when they reached Vienna. My father wanted to stay. 
But I wouldn’t let him. I knew he was too old to survive 
a concentration camp. That night I drove him from 
Vienna to Bratislava in Slovakia. We were just in time. 
Half an hour later the frontier was closed. We went to 
Prague but I couldn’t find work there and we had very 
little money. The Dean, Dr. Lysaght, was in Paris then 
and he wrote me suggesting that I come to America. 
We had known him years ago in Vienna when he spent 
his sabbatical year there. I left my father in Prague 
until I could get enough money to bring him over here. 
I learned to type in New York. When Dr. Lysaght 
heard that Konradi wanted a secretary who understood 
German he mentioned me and I got the job.” 

“Was that the first time you met Konradi?” 

“Yes. Of course, I had heard of him all my life. We 
had both lived in Vienna for years, but we never met 
until we were both exiles in New York.” 

“Do you know anything about Konradi’s family? 
Or where he was born?” 

“He had no close relatives living. I believe he was 
born in Styria. He spoke German like a Styrian.” 

“You are Styrian, too?” 

“No, my family came originally from Vorarlberg.” 

“Your father’s name?” 

“Alois von Hohenems.” 

Foyle jotted it down on a scrap of paper from the 
desk. ‘““And now’’—he settled back in his chair—“when 
did you last see Konradi?” 

“This evening a little while ago.” 
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“Where?” 

“At home. I have a small apartment at the east end 
of 79th Street.” 

“Was he there often?” 

‘No. He had never been there before.” 

“Why did he go there this evening?” 

“T don’t know. He came while I was at dinner—about 
quarter of eight. I think he was worried about some- 
thing. He said he had been walking and thinking ever 
since he had left his laboratory this afternoon. But 
before he could say anything more, the telephone rang, 
and a man’s voice asked for Dr. Konradi. I said: ‘For 
you’—and he seemed surprised. He said: ‘I told no one 
I was coming here. . . .. Then he took the telephone 
and frowned as he listened. After a while he said: “Very 
well, I’ll come at once.’ And then: ‘Of course I under- 
stand. I won’t mention your name to anyone. The whole 
thing must be kept quiet.’ He hung up the receiver and 
I asked if there were anything wrong. He answered: 
‘No, nothing of importance.’ But he was still frowning. 
Then he said: ‘I must go to the laboratory but I’ll be 
back soon.’ Those were the last words I heard him 
SAYS SOs) 

Foyle broke the silence. “Did you recognize the voice 
on the telephone?” 

“No. It was a lisping voice. I don’t know anyone with 
a lisp.” 

“A lisp can be assumed—like a limp. Did Konradi 
ask who was calling?” 

“No. I’ve told you everything he said.” Her eyes 
dilated with horror. “You think that was the voice of 
the—murderer?” 

“Yes,” answered Foyle, grimly. “And the murderer 
is someone Konradi knew and trusted. He wouldn’t have 
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gone back to Southerland Hall alone at that hour if he 
hadn't recognized the voice on the telephone. I saw him 
enter the building myself. He was in such a hurry he 
went straight to his laboratory without even stopping 
to switch on the lights in the corridor. He never sus- 
pected a trap.” 

“Tf only I had known...” Her voice was more 
vibration than sound. They could hardly hear her. “If 
only I had followed him sooner . . .” 

“You were following him when I met you?” suggested 
Basil. 

“Yes.” The word came with a sigh. “He said: ‘Ill be 
back soon.’ And then he didn’t come. I waited and 
watched the clock until I couldn’t stand it any longer. 
My apartment is opposite the southern end of the Uni- 
versity grounds. So I threw on a coat and started to 
walk to Southerland Hall. When you asked me the way 
here, I thought you must have something to do with 
the man who had telephoned. By that time I was afraid 
Konradi was in some danger. That was why I tried to 
keep you from coming here.” 

“““Some danger’? As vague as that?” 

ayes.’ 

“And yet you sounded rather . . . definite when you 
tried to keep me from coming here. Remember?” 

For a moment there was color in her cheeks. When 
it faded she was paler than ever. “I had no definite 
reason to believe Konradi was in danger. It was only a 
feeling—an impression. .. .” 

“Who was the boy talking to you on the path a mo- 
ment before I spoke to you?” 

“Boy?” She had regained control of her voice. Her 
eyes were wide and blank. ‘““There was no boy. I didn’t 
meet anyone on the path but you.” 
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Foyle waited. But Basil had no further questions at 
the moment. Then Foyle asked: 

“Why did Southerland want to see Konradi this 
afternoon?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“How long was Southerland in the building?” 

“About ten minutes—I don’t know exactly. I was in 
Konradi’s office when Southerland came. I left him there 
while I crossed the hall to see if Konradi was in his 
laboratory. He wasn’t but he had left the door unlocked. 
I never knew him to do such a thing before. Then I 
went into Dr. Prickett’s room to ask him if he’d seen 
Konradi. You must remember that because it was you 
who told me Konradi had left the building. When I 
went back to tell Southerland he wasn’t in Konradi’s 
office where I had left him—he was just coming out of 
Konradi’s laboratory. I told him Konradi had gone and 
suggested telephoning him. But Southerland said he 
couldn’t wait any longer. As soon as he’d gone I locked 
the laboratory and the office with my own keys and 
went home.” 

Foyle opened one of the notebooks on the desk. 
Basil could see the paper, white with lateral lines of 
faint green instead of the more usual blue. It was cov- 
ered with small, neat handwriting in black ink—equa- 
tions, formulae and dates interspersed with comments 
in German. 

“Did Konradi keep anything in these notebooks be- 
side his laboratory notes?” asked Foyle. “Anything the 
Nazis might have wanted such as letters from anti-Nazis 
in Germany?” 

Basil knew so little about the case that he didn’t see 
where this question was leading. But Gisela did. Her 
voice was low and troubled as she answered: 
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“No. He wouldn’t have kept anything like that any- 
where. He always destroyed letters from Germany as 
soon as he received them.” 

“If Konradi had made any discovery of commercial 
or military value during his work here who would have 
got the patent?” 

“The University. Any discovery made by a member 
of the faculty becomes the property of the University 
automatically, so they can use the royalties to finance 
further research in the same field. But—” A fugitive 
smile touched her lips. “I can’t imagine Konradi con- 
cocting a new poison gas or a kissproof lipstick. He was 
a biological chemist, you know—not an industrial chem- 
ist. Cancer was the thing that interested him. It’s too 
slow a form of death to have military value and I 
don’t see how a study of it could be put to commercial 
use.” 

“But if Konradi had found a cure for cancer? Surely 
that would have had commercial value?” 

“T asked him the same thing when I first came here 
and he told me he was trying to discover ways to avoid 
cancer—not ways to cure it. That sort of discovery is 
never commercialized.” 

Foyle glanced at Basil for confirmation. He nodded. 
“It’s only in copy books that an ounce of prevention 
is worth a pound of cure. Fortunes are made through 
patent medicines, but I don’t believe anyone has ever 
made a cent through preventing disease.” 

Foyle had laid his mine carefully. Now he exploded 
it. 

“In view of all this, how do you explain the fact that 
seventy pages have been stolen from Konradi’s most 
recent notebook?” 

“Stolen?” The white silk jersey shimmered as her 
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breast rose and fell in a quick breath? “Are you sure?” 

“This book is seventy pages short as compared with 
the others. They’re all alike except for that one dis- 
crepancy. I happen to know that Konradi was looking 
for some missing laboratory notes this afternoon a few 
hours before his death. Didn’t he ask you about them?” 

“No.” 

“The last entry in the last book is dated February 
28. My men have searched his laboratory, his office 
and his apartment without finding any trace of lab- 
oratory notes for March and April. I can only conclude 
that they have been stolen.” 

“But—why?” 

“We've been rather counting on you to tell us that. 
As Konradi’s secretary you must know what subjects 
were discussed in the notes for March and April.” 

“But I don’t. I—I haven't typed any notes as recent 
as those.” 

“Surely you have some idea what work he was doing. 
You saw him every day. I understand you were often 
in the laboratory.” 

“Tm sorry. But I never understood anything I saw 
him do. I didn’t even understand the notes I typed. 
You see, I’ve never studied chemistry.” 

Foyle received this with open skepticism. Basil won- 
dered. Konradi could have had his pick of Yorkville 
graduates who knew chemistry as well as German and 
shorthand. Had he preferred Gisela because she was a 
fellow refugee and a conspicuously lovely one? Busi- 
_ness men do such things sometimes. But it seemed out 

of character for a scientist of Konradi’s standing to 
mix work with sentiment or pleasure. . . . 

“Who were Konradi’s friends among the other chem- 

ists on the faculty?” continued Foyle. 
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“T can’t recall seeing him -with other chemists. Their 
laboratories are all in the School of Medicine. He rarely 
had occasion to go there.” 

“Do you mean to say he never discussed his work 
with other men working in the same field?”’ 

“He didn’t make friends easily.” 

“Where were the laboratory notes kept when they 
were not in use?” 

“In a safe in the laboratory. Sometimes he took them 
home with him.” 

“Who had the combination?” 

“No one but Konradi. . . .” Gisela’s voice was grow- 
ing fainter and fainter. 

Basil intervened. “‘No doubt Dr. Konradi’s laboratory 
assistants can tell us what was in the missing notes. 
There’s no need to bother Miss von Hohenems about 
it.” 

Gisela lifted stricken eyes to him. Her voice was thin 
and brittle. “Dr. Konradi had no laboratory assistants.”’ 

“Isn't that rather unusual?” Basil’s voice was casual, 
but his eyes were alert. 

“T don’t know. I tell you I don’t know anything 
about chemistry.” 

“Who cleaned the laboratory?” 

“The janitor—under Konradi’s supervision. The 
mice were usually kept in the animal room at the School 
of Medicine. The mechanics there looked after his lab- 
oratory equipment when it needed repairing.” 

She realized that some further explanation was 
needed. “Perhaps . . .”” She seemed to grope for words. 
“Perhaps Konradi thought new assistants would be 
more hindrance than help. You see he was repeating 
from memory experiments he had already made in 
Vienna. He was forced to leave all his records in his 
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Viennese laboratory when he was arrested and of course 
he couldn’t recover them when he escaped from 
Dachau. .. .” 

As she spoke, things that Basil had kept at a safe 
distance in news dispatches from Europe suddenly be- 
came real and personal. He could almost see Storm 
Troopers invading Konradi’s laboratory—disciplined 
stupidity destroying knowledge without realizing what 
it was doing. Had there been violence? Glass smashed, 
acids spilled, precious instruments broken and papers 
strewn on the floor? Or had it been quick and orderly, 
leaving everything as it was—a lamp still lighted, a 
flask set down half full, a sentence in a notebook 
checked in the middle of a word? Had Konradi known 
what was coming and waited with resignation? Or had 
they taken him by surprise and burst into the room 
during some delicate manipulation? And could this have 
anything to do with Konradi’s murder at an American 
university a year later? 

Of all his questions there was only one Basil put to 
Gisela: 

“Was Konradi arrested for political activity?” 

“No. He never took any part in politics. They ar- 
rested him because he was a Jew. There was some 
technical charge—lack of National Socialist spirit or 
some such formula that could be stretched to cover any- 


thing. But the real charge against him was his race, 


just as that was the real charge against Freud.” 

“What became of the laboratory assistants he had in 
Vienna?” asked Foyle. 

“There were only two. Both died at Dachau. .. . I 
am very tired. May I go home now?” 

“Yes.” Foyle spoke with more consideration than he 
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had shown previously. “I think I’ll send Sergeant Sam- 
son with you—in the circumstances. . .” 


III 


The door closed. Foyle pushed aside Konradi’s note- 
books with a weary gesture. ‘“What did he look like? 
The boy she wasn’t talking to? A track runner?” 

“More like a Fra Angelico angel. Altogether too ex- 
quisite for an adult male.” 

“Angel?” Foyle was baffled. “I certainly haven’t met 
any angels around here!’’ He gave Basil a condensed 
account of his experiences. ‘““Now you know about as 
much as I do. How are we ever going to clear away 
this fog of lies and get down to the facts of the case?” 

“T don’t want to clear away the lies.’”’ Basil stretched 
his legs and leaned back in the comfortable armchair 
Julian Salt had provided for students. 

“But only the facts—” 

“You forget that lies are facts—psychological facts. 
You policemen and lawyers make a great mistake when 
you shut up a liar and prosecute him for perjury. If 
you'd only listen to him long enough you'd learn every- 
thing there is to know about him—or her. You should 
read Jung. ‘Every myth is an important psychological 
truth—so is every lie.’” 

“But that’s screwy. How can a lie be truth?” 

“Just because a lie doesn’t reproduce external facts 
faithfully it is a product of the liar’s own mind, and 
therefore a clue to the quality and content of his mind. 
The liar, like any other story-teller, must draw upon 
his remembered experiences to build the details of his 
fantasy and of course his choice of detail is guided by 
his tastes and emotions. So if you want to learn some- 
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thing about a man’s emotions and memories listen to 
his lies. Wasn’t it Emerson who said: ‘I always listen 
carefully when a man boasts, for then he is uncon- 
sciously revealing his ideal’?”’ 

Foyle rose abruptly and went to one of the north 
windows. He jerked a cord and the shade shot up with 
a clatter. 

“See that lawn sloping up to the campus?” 

Basil rose slowly as if he were reluctant to leave the 
comfort of the armchair. ‘““What about it?” 

“A single figure ran up that slope tonight just after 
the murder and disappeared among the trees on the 
campus. That was all I saw. Three other men claim to 
have seen it. One says it was a short, thin man running 
awkwardly; another says it was a tall, large man movy- 
ing like a track runner; and the third says it was a 
woman in a long, trailing dark coat and a long pale 
dress. At least two of them must be lying. What would 
you and Jung make of that?” 

“Where were the three men at the time?” 

“Two were standing on the lawn about six feet from 
this window. The third was crossing the quadrangle.” 

“Then all three were lying.” 

“How come?” 

“Because you can’t see any figure distinctly by moon- 
light at a distance over sixteen meters. Even when the 
moon is full its light is no stronger than the light of 
one candle at twelve feet, and it’s twenty-four hours 
short of full moon tonight.” 

“I suppose they might have been honestly mis- 
taken. . . .” admitted Foyle. 

Basil smiled and shook his head. ‘‘Mistakes, like 
remorse, are always dishonest. What happens in mis- 
observation? A witness sees something indistinctly be- 
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cause the light is poor and he’s excited. He remembers 
it vaguely. Then he’s asked to describe it. Uncon- 
sciously he 'retouches his mental photograph drawing on 
his emotions and memories to build up details—just as 
if he were lying consciously. A man’s misobservations 
may tell you as much about his emotions and memories 
as his deliberate lies. Self-deception and deception are 
both creative efforts of the mind. That’s proved by 
the fact that they have the same effect on blood pres- 
sure and—” 

A knock fell on the door and a voice cried: 

“Medical examiner wants you, chief. Says he can’t 
find the bullet!” 


CHAPTER SIX 


EXAMINATION 


TIME HAD BLURRED Basil’s war memories. He 
braced himself for an unpleasant moment. But the still, 
sprawling figure was as remote from life as a cast-off 
glove that retains the warmth and shape of the hand 
without its substance or purpose. The flat glare of flood 
lamps made it seem like an improbable effigy of a man 
with his brains blown out rather than the real thing. 

It lay on a bench. A stolid, well-fed young man whom 
Basil recognized as Dalton, an assistant medical exam- 
iner, was bending over it. 

“Hello, Willing! Haven’t seen you since the Jocelyn 
case. I'll be with you in a minute, Inspector.” His hands 
were busy. 

Basil noticed a moving picture camera, a chronoscope, 
and a sphygmomanometer for taking blood pressure 
tests. 


“Prickett’s?”’ 
“Yeah,” responded Foyle. “This is where he experi- 
ments. He’s made a great discovery. He’s found that if 
68 
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you fire a revolver beside a baby’s ear the baby will 
jump. This stuff on the table is what he says he was us- 
ing for the experiment tonight. Everything belongs to 
Prickett except that Corona portable—just like my own 
—he borrowed that from Halsey. Does the set-up look 
phoney to you? Or is it really an experiment?” 

Basil considered the wine and cigarettes, the book, 
the box of crackers and what remained of the straw- 
berries. “It might be. Is this the revolver?” 

“Uh-huh. No fingerprints but Konradi’s so the 
murderer must have wiped it clean after Prickett 
used it this afternoon. Prickett swears he didn’t. As I 
see it, the murderer wore gloves and tried to make the 
crime look like suicide by pressing Konradi’s fingertips 
to the gun after firing it.” 

Basil broke the revolver and found two spent car- 
tridge cases inside. 

“Blanks,” explained Foyle. ‘‘Prickett identified them 
as the kind he’s been using.” 

“Where’s the cartridge case the murderer used?” 

“We can’t find it.” 

“But revolvers don’t eject spent cartridges!” 

“T know—but we still can’t find it! The murderer 
must have taken it away with him.” 

“Why take the cartridge case and leave the revol- 
ver?” 

“Would I know? He just did, that’s all.” 

“But why?’ insisted Basil. “A suicide couldn’t re- 
move a spent cartridge after it was fired and a murderer 
wouldn’t if he wanted the crime to look like suicide.” 

Dalton came toward them holding a pair of forceps, 
rubber tipped so they wouldn’t scratch the surface of a 
bullet and confuse the minute marks left by the rifling 
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of a gun barrel. His shirt sleeves were rolled to the el- 
bow and his jaw moved steadily masticating a cud of 
chewing gum. 

‘“Here’s the wad.” He held out a bit of blackened 
cotton. “Looks like old-fashioned black powder.” He 
touched it with the tip of his tongue. ““Yeah—you can 
taste the saltpeter.” 

“I don’t want the wad—I want the bullet!” snapped 
Foyle. ‘““We’ve searched every inch of both rooms and 
it isn’t here.” 

“Maybe it went out a window.” 

“They’re nailed down. And _they’re made of unbreak- 
able glass.” 

“Well, it isn’t in the body.” 

“Tt must be. You can’t shoot a man without a bul- 
let!”’ 

“Better search the rooms again.’”’ Dalton rolled down 
his shirt sleeves and adjusted his cuff links. “Not that 
it matters much. Clear case of suicide.” 

“Would a suicide have wiped Prickett’s fingerprints 
off the gun?” Foyle was indignant. “Konradi talked to 
me this afternoon. He knew he was in danger and he 
warned me that the murder of a refugee might be mis- 
taken for suicide. He said: ‘No matter what happens, I 
shall not commit suicide.’ ” 

“You can’t go by what they say.” Dalton shrugged 
his shoulders into his jacket sleeves and straightened 
the lapels. ‘Douglas Kerr mentions a case where a man 
discussed plans for a two weeks’ vacation with his fam- 
ily though he had already planned to kill himself the 
next day and did so. You can’t prove Prickett’s revolver 
was stolen this afternoon. He might have dropped it 
somewhere and Konradi might have found it and 
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rubbed off Prickett’s fingerprints inadvertently. Every- 
thing else points to suicide. 

“It’s May—May and June are the suicide months. 
Konradi was a refugee and every time you pick up your 
morning paper you see that some refugee has committed 
suicide. After the Nazi occupation of Austria the sui- 
cide rate among Austrian Jews went up 1200 percent. 
A man is always more likely to kill himself when he’s 
been overworking and everyone says that’s just what 
Konradi has been doing. He was a chemist and there’s a 
particularly high suicide rate among chemists.” 

“Surely a chemist wouldn’t shoot himself?” 

“Why not? A shot is as quick and probably as pain- 
less as any poison.” 

“He escaped from Germany and got a job over here 
doing work he liked—and so he killed himself?” Foyle 
was mocking Dalton. 

“You don’t need a rational motive for suicide. Ask 
Willing about the Freudian death-wish. Self-preserva- 
tion can be inverted like any other instinct. Even cour- 
age in the face of danger may be a perverted desire for 
self-destruction. The same temperament that becomes a 
hero or a martyr in one situation may become a suicide 
in another. Suppose you take a look at the wound. It 
speaks for itself.” 

In the floodlights they could see the entrance wound 
—not a clean drilled hole, but a large ragged wound 
shaped like a cross. The mucous membrane around it 
had been scorched with flame, blackened with smoke 
and tattooed with unburned grains of black powder. 
But jaw, lips and teeth were uninjured except for a 
cracking of skin around the mouth caused by distention 
of the cheeks during the explosion. 
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“Obviously a contact shot,” said Basil. 

“In the roof of the mouth—one of the seven places 
always chosen by a suicide to shoot himself.’ Dalton 
was triumphant. “There’s only one way you can make a 
wound like that: by putting the muzzle of the gun be- 
tween the teeth in direct contact with the skin in the 
roof of the mouth. Then the high pressure gases re- 
leased by the explosion are concentrated in the hollow 
chamber of the mouth—a pressure of about ten thou- 
sand pounds to the square inch. Contact with the skin 
forces the gases into the wound with the bullet. They 
have to find a way out and they do by shattering the 
top of the skull—as you see. 

“Now will you tell me how a murderer could force 
the muzzle of a big .45 revolver between a man’s teeth 
without bruising his lips and breaking his teeth? You 
simply can’t shoot an unwilling victim with a contact 
shot in the roof of the mouth unless you use violence 
beforehand. That’s why such a shot is considered clear 
proof of suicide when the lips and teeth are uninjured.” 

“If Konradi were bound—” began Foyle. 

“But he wasn’t!” insisted Dalton. “There are powder 
burns on his right hand—I took a nitrate test to make 
sure. That proves the gun was in his right hand when 
it was fired. You can’t bind a man tightly without leav- 
ing some marks on his wrists and ankles. You can’t 
strangle him without leaving some mark on his neck. 
You can’t drug him without leaving some symptom of a 
narcotic drug. You can’t even stun him without leaving 
some mark external or internal. Satisfied?” 

“No.” Foyle was unexpectedly stubborn. ‘“‘We had a 
case once where a man was sandbagged and the medical 
examiner couldn't find any mark of a blow or any symp- 
toms of concussion during the autopsy.” 
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“Those freak cases are as rare as red-haired negroes. 
There’s no way a murderer faking suicide could make 
certain beforehand that the body would show no signs 
of concussion. He wouldn’t dare take a chance on it. 

“And then there’s another thing.” Dalton shifted his 
gum to the other side of his mouth. “Come in here 
a minute.” 

He led them to Konradi’s laboratory by way of the 
corridor. 

“When Konradi shot himself he was sitting in this 
chair near the side door leading to Prickett’s lecture 
hall. The shape of these drops shows they fell from a 
man sitting or standing still at this point.” Dalton 
pointed to a spattering of blood on the floor around the 
chair—circular stains with an irregular edge all around 
their circumference. “As Konradi fell across the thresh- 
old the door must have been unlatched and he must 
have forced it open by falling against it.” 

“And why was the door unlatched?” cried Foyle. 
“Tt’s usually locked. A murderer might have unlatched 
it and placed the body near it when he heard people in 
Prickett’s room. He knew they’d stop to examine the 
body before going into the laboratory, and he knew that 
would give him time to leave the laboratory and reach 
the janitor’s window by way of the corridor. But there’s 
no reason why a suicide should place himself beside this 
door.” 

“Oh, yes, there is!’’ Dalton waved a hand toward the 
small, round mirror Foyle had noticed when he first en- 
tered Konradi’s laboratory. “Get it? Konradi was sit- 
ting right in front of that mirror when the shot was 
fired. Would a murderer want to watch himself in the 
mirror? Hardly! But suicides often sit in front of a 
mirror so they can see where to point the gun.” 
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Basil contemplated Dalton with sudden interest. “In 
the dark?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Foyle tells me Konradi was shot at eight o’clock— 
after Prickett had turned off all the lights in the build- 
ing by tampering with the main switch.” 

Dalton expelled his breath slowly as a deflated bal- 
loon. Then he rallied. “Maybe there was moonlight.” 

“On the west side of the building? At eight o’clock? 
The moon still rises in the east, Dalton!” 

“Maybe Konradi had a flashlight.” 

“Then what became of it?” As Dalton hesitated, 
Basil went on. “Has it occurred to you that you may 
not be the first student of medical jurisprudence to en- 
ter this room tonight?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Isn’t it odd there should be so many little details all 
pointing to suicide? In most criminal cases there’s some 
confusion and uncertainty. But in this case every little 
signpost shrieks: ‘Suicide!’ Just as if someone with a 
rather academic mind had studied the subject and de- 
termined to manufacture a classic case of suicide in- 
cluding every known clue. Things don’t work out so 
neatly when they’re unplanned. The perfect text-book 
case is as rare in criminology as in medicine.” 

“Well, that’s a new kind of logic!” Dalton’s scorn 
was massive. “It must be murder because there’s too 
much evidence of suicide! How would that sound in 
court? And it isn’t a perfect text-book case because 
there’s no suicide note. When a murderer plans a fake 
suicide that’s the first thing he thinks of!” 

“There was a suicide note,” cried Foyle, quickly. 
“We found it here beside the body.” 
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He took a folded sheet of paper from his waistcoat 
pocket. 

“We examined it for clues but this murderer is too 
cagey to leave any. He typed it on Konradi’s own ma- 
chine—the Underwood here in the laboratory. It’s on 
University note-paper, just like that in Konradi’s desk. 
And Konradi’s fingerprints are the only ones on the pa- 
per and the typewriter.” 

“And I suppose that proves Konradi didn’t write it 
and it’s just a plant!’”’ Dalton was rapidly losing what 
little hold he had on his temper. 

“The prints on the typewriter keys are smudged,” ex- 
plained Foyle. “Someone wearing gloves must have 
used it after Konradi.” 

“You never get clear prints on typewriter keys,” re- 
torted Dalton. ‘““The typist smudges his own prints each 
time he touches a key.” 

Basil was reading the note. The heading was en- 
graved and all the rest was typewritten—even the sig- 
nature. 


Division of Biological Chemistry: 
Research Department, 
Yorkville University, 
East End Avenue at 86th Street, 
New York. 


Sorry to involve the University in this rotten 
business, But life is hopeless if one loses friends 


ho;e country , , , everything, , , 
F. Konrqdi 
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“It was typed in the dark,” explained Foyle. “I 
walked all around this building tonight just before eight 
o'clock, and when I passed the southwest corner—this 
corner—I heard someone typing in here. At the time I 
wasn’t sure whether I’d heard it or imagined it because 
it only lasted a moment and there wasn’t a light at any 
of the windows. But now I feel sure it was the mur- 
derer typing this note on Konradi’s typewriter. He 
couldn’t risk using the typewriter during the day when 
the building was full of people who might see him. He 
had to do it at night and he chose Saturday night be- 
cause that’s when the janitor goes to choir practice and 
the building is empty. Even then he didn’t dare show 
a light for fear someone who knew Konradi wasn’t in 
the laboratory would spot it and investigate. Of course 
he never dreamed that I would be poking about in the 
shrubbery close enough to hear the sound of his typing.” 

Basil agreed. “If it had been Konradi you heard typ- 
ing, there would certainly have been a light in the lab- 
oratory. And Konradi wouldn’t have typed his signa- 
ture. The Viennese are nothing if not punctilious.” 

“Ain’t psychology grand?” said Dalton, sweetly. “If 
you study that note for ten minutes I suppose you'll be 
able to tell us just how a murderer can force a gun be- 
tween a conscious victim’s teeth without injuring his 
mouth. I’m going home! You don’t need a medical ex- 
aminer around here—you need a magician!” 

“Wait a minute!” Basil’s voice stopped him at the 
door. “Were there any old scars on the body? Any signs 
of ill-health?” 

“No. Why?” 

“How long was Konradi at Dachau?” 

“Four months.” Dalton frowned. “I see what you 
mean. A concentration camp is not precisely a health re- 
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sort. And Nazis are no respecters of persons . . . even 
Schuschnigg. . . .” 

“I’ve heard they never release any prisoner whose 
body bears permanent scars,” put in Foyle. 

“But Konradi wasn’t released,’ answered Basil. “He 
escaped.” 

“Every prisoner, released or escaped, is broken in 
health,” added Daiton. 

“And Konradi?” 

“His body was in remarkably good condition. No sign 
of premature senility except a few scattered white 
hairs. No sign of ill health except a very slight lesion in 
the septum of the nose between the nostrils. Theoreti- 
cally, that could be leprosy in its first stage . . . or co- 
caine inhalation. . . . But he had no other symptoms 
of the cocaine addict and he never experimented with 
fpers<.. - Its queer... .” 


II 


Prickett, Salt and Halsey had been kept “‘on ice,” as 
Foyle put it, in Prickett’s office. 

Inevitably, it was Prickett who constituted himself 
spokesman. “Do you realize it’s nearly midnight, In- 
spector? How much longer are we to be kept waiting?” 

“Only a few minutes. This is Dr. Willing. I want you 
to tell him about your experiment this evening. He’s 
the psychol—psychiatrist attached to the district attor- 
ney’s office.” 

Prickett had taken pains to instruct Foyle in the dif- 
ference between a psychologist, like himself, and a 
mere psychiatrist like Basil Willing. Psychologists were 
scientists who experimented with the normal mind, 
Prickett had explained. Psychiatrists were only doctors 
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of medicine who got morbid ideas from observing the 
abnormal behavior of mental patients. Foyle had rather 
expected fireworks when the two came face to face. He 
was a little disappointed when Prickett greeted Basil 
cordially. Even a Freudian psychiatrist may seem like 
a fellow human being to a Behaviorist psychologist who 
has just spent three hours in the hands of the Homicide 
Squad. Basil Willing might hold all sorts of nonsensical 
theories, but at least he would have some idea what 
Prickett was talking about while the detectives had con- 
cluded that Prickett was either criminal or crazy. 

“I feel sure Dr. Willing will uphold me when I say 
there was nothing out of the ordinary about my experi- 
ment,” announced Prickett with emphasis. “It was 
planned to test the scientific value of the lie-detec- 
tor—” 

“What!” Ian Halsey was on his feet. “You told me it 
was a memory experiment!” 

“Naturally. You were the subject and the result of a 
lie-detector test has greater significance when the sub- 
ject doesn’t know he is going to be tested until the last 
moment. You were what we call a naif subject, Ian— 
always more valuable than a sophisticated subject who 
knows what to expect.” 

‘“ “Naif’—was I?” Halsey’s face was congested with 
blood; his fists clenched. He took a step forward and 
Prickett retreated. 

“Really, Ian! You know the Department of Psychol- 
ogy expects active cooperation from all students in its 
research projects.” 

“Why, you—” 

Halsey’s response should have been interesting. But 
he never finished it. He collapsed in a chair as suddenly 
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as he had risen. His whole body was shaking, his breath 
as quick and shallow as if he had been running. He 
didn’t seem to notice Basil’s fingertips on his pulse. 

“This boy is in no condition for questioning. He 
should be taken to the nearest house and put to bed.” 

“The Dean’s house is the nearest,’ said Salt. “Of 
course he’s at the Alumni Dinner tonight, but Mrs. Ly- 
saght will be there.” 

“O.K.,” agreed Foyle. “Dll send one of the boys with 
him and the watchman can show them the way.” 

“Do Halsey’s parents know about this?” asked Basil. 

“They're in Egypt at the moment,” explained Salt. 
“TI suppose the Dean will telephone to Cairo.” 

Prickett seemed to breathe more freely after Halsey 
had left the room. “I never expected to find such a com- 
_ pletely personal bias in a boy who has had nearly four 
years of psychological training!” 

Basil brought him back to the question of the mo- 
ment. “Just what type of lie-detector did you plan to 
use?” 

“A combination of the Marston systolic blood-pres- 
sure test and the Jung association time test.” Prickett 
turned back to Foyle. “You see, there’s more than one 
kind of lie-detector, but they’re all based on physical 
and mental tests that were used originally to detect dis- 
ease. They’ve proved equally useful in detecting guilt 
because a guilty conscience is a disease—at least it has 
a pathological effect on physical and mental functions 
such as blood pressure and association.” 

“Sure, I know all that!” Foyle was growing impa- 
tient. “What I want to know is why you turned all the 
lights off and locked the front door just before Konradi 
was shot.” 
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“The lie-detector is used chiefly in criminal investiga- 
tion.” Prickett might have been addressing a classroom. 
“‘Now—in order to test a method of criminal investiga- 
tion—what is the first essential?” 

Prickett waited for an answer but no one obliged. 

‘“Why—” he smiled brightly. “A crime—of course!” 

Foyle blinked. “Do you mean—’” 

“He’s not confessing to a real crime,’ 
sil. ‘‘He’s talking about a sham crime.” 

“A—what?”’ 

Foyle looked as if he thought it might be a short step 
from a sham crime to a real one. But Prickett continued 
without appearing to notice. 

“Most unfortunately it is not practical to have any- 
one commit a real crime for experimental purposes. 
Therefore we devise an act approximating a real crime 
as nearly as possible and we call this a sham crime. 
After it’s over the experimenter puts the sham criminal 
and a number of other people ignorant of the sham 
crime through a lie-detector test dealing with the sham 
crime. Their responses are analyzed by a second experi- 
menter who knows all the details of the sham crime but 
who does not know which person is the sham criminal. 
If he can discover which one is the sham criminal 
through his analysis of the tests alone he has proved 
their value to criminal investigation. 

“The sham crime I arranged for this evening was to 
have been the first in a series of twelve. I used my own 
students as subjects and I divided them into twelve 
groups, each consisting of one sham criminal and nine 
people ignorant of the sham crime—controls, as we call 
them. Ian Halsey was selected as the sham criminal for 
Group No. 1.” 


Foyle fumbled in an inner pocket and dragged out a 


, 


explained Ba- 
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crumpled sheet of paper. ‘““Then it was you who wrote 
this cockeyed letter?” 

“Y-yes.”” Prickett’s composure was shaken. “How did 
you get hold of it?” 

“Found it on the campus this afternoon.” 

“How could Ian have been so careless! If one of the 
controls had found that letter he would have learned 
enough about the sham crime to ruin the whole experi- 
ment!” 

“Tt doesn’t say anything about a sham crime,” 
drawled Foyle. “But it says a whole lot about murder.” 

Prickett tried to smile and achieved a cheerless mus- 
cular spasm. “I couched my instructions in melodrama- 
tic terms purposely in order to intensify the emotional 
reaction of the subject.” 

“One moment,” Basil interrupted. “Do you claim 
that there is no connection between the real crime and 
the sham crime?” 

“None whatever!” 

“And that this letter is nothing but a letter of in- 
struction to Halsey outlining the sham crime?”’ 

“Exactly.” 

“In that case why did it alarm Dr. Konradi when he 
saw it this afternoon?” 

“T don’t know.” Prickett’s bewilderment seemed gen- 
uine. ‘Perhaps he was afraid of something else and 
mistook my letter for part of it. . . . When you fear a 
thing you see it wherever you look... .” 

“Why did you stage this sham crime in Konradi’s 
laboratory?” demanded Foyle. “The letter says, ‘You 
will proceed directly to the laboratory.’ You must have 
meant Konradi’s laboratory because he’s the only chem- 
ist with rooms in Southerland Hall.” 

Prickett laughed a little too heartily. “I was referring 
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to the psychological laboratory—the room you insist on 
calling the lecture hall. The rest of the letter makes 
that clear.” 

Prickett took a carbon copy from his desk. Foyle read 
it aloud. 


“. .. You will find various articles on the table 
including a candle which you may light after pull- 
ing down the window shades. Investigate the ob- 
jects on the table carefully. Eat and drink anything 
edible. Smoke some of the cigarettes and take par- 
ticular notice of the brand. Help yourself to any- 
thing that may seem of value. Then turn to page 
116 of the book you will find there and copy the first 
three paragraphs on the typewriter. This passage 
includes a rather gruesome description of an actual 
murder. While copying it endeavor to identify 
yourself mentally with the murderer. 

By this time it should be approximately eight- 
forty-five (8.45) and you must make haste to leave 
the building as surreptitiously as possible. If you 
follow these instructions exactly and if you can pre- 
vent the person who will test you afterward from 
discovering that you did so, you will receive a prize 
of five dollars ($5.00). Enclosed is a key to the psy- 
chological laboratory. The east door of Southerland 
Hall will be unlatched.” 


“Was that all there was to your sham crime?” Foyle 
was more baffled than ever. 

“Oh, no. These instructions were devised to lure the 
sham criminal into the building at a certain hour and 
keep him busy for a while with objects that could be 
used for reference in the association test afterward. But 
I had to use more strenuous methods to make Halsey 
feel something of the panic and anxiety which play 
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such an important part in the emotional life of the real 
criminal. Such anxiety is greatly intensified when an un- 
expected hitch occurs in the commission of a crime, in- 
creasing the criminal’s danger and forcing him to make 
unforeseen decisions quickly. Therefore, in planning 
the sham crime, I tried to introduce the surprise ele- 
ment as effectively as possible.” 

“And you certainly succeeded!’ murmured Julian 
Salt. 

Prickett ignored the interruption. 

“T returned to Southerland Hall this evening at seven 
—Just as Ezra was leaving. Before Halsey arrived, I set 
the burglar alarm which hadn’t been used for years and 
nailed down all the ground floor windows so they 
couldn’t be raised. The basement windows are barred 
and the second-floor windows are too high for jumping. 
The west door is boarded up and I knew Halsey had no 
key to the east door. Then I turned off all the electric 
lights by removing part of the main switch. The burglar 
alarm has a separate circuit of its own. Just as the li- 
brary clock was striking quarter of eight, I left the east 
door ajar and took up my station in the shrubbery to 
the right of the entrance. Once Halsey had entered the 
building and started to carry out my instructions, I 
came out of the shrubbery and locked the east door. 

“In this way, I made it impossible for him to leave 
the building by eight forty-five as instructed. When he 
tried the east door and found it locked, he would be 
sure to recall the ‘very peculiar and unpleasant situa- 
tion’ I had threatened in my letter if he were not out of 
the building by eight forty-five—a threat all the more 
disturbing as it left so much to the imagination. He 
would certainly try to get out one of the ground-floor 
windows—only to find them nailed down. When he 
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tried the electric switches he would get no light. Of 
course he might suspect that I had done this—but he 
couldn’t be sure and the uncertainty would make him 
all the more anxious. Locked in an empty building by 
an unknown agency, with only the uncanny flicker of a 
candle for light, he would experience something like the 
trapped feeling of a real criminal. And, as you all know 
now, there was one ground-floor window in this build- 
ing that he could break—the window at the end of the 
passage where the janitor keeps his mops and pails. 

“Do you get the idea?’’ Prickett’s eyes were shining 
behind thick lenses. He seemed to have forgotten every- 
thing but his delight in his_own ingenuity. “I turned 
Southerland Hall into a gigantic maze or puzzle box sim- 
ilar to those we use in animal experiments with only 
one exit which the animal is compelled to discover un- 
der the urge of fear, hunger or sex. It would require a 
somewhat long and complex train of thought for Halsey 
to recall that there was just one breakable window on 
the ground floor and still longer for him to reach the 
conclusion that it was the only way out. I confess I 
never watched a rat in a maze more eagerly than I 
watched Southerland Hall tonight to see just how long 
it would take Halsey to work out the problem in his 
state of panic.” 

“So Halsey was just a rat in a maze!” Salt grinned. 
“You should tell him that some time.” 

“How could you be sure Halsey would try to break a 
window?” asked Foyle. 

“There is a certain uniformity in human reactions to 
the stimulus of being locked in an empty building with- 
out adequate light. Blane found that nearly all his sub- 
jects broke a window and got out. Of course I hoped 
that the night watchman would hear the alarm and 
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pursue Halsey when he broke the window. To make 
doubly sure, I told Woodman this afternoon that I had 
seen a tramp prowling around Southerland Hall and he 
promised me to keep an eye on the building tonight.” 

“You hoped the night watchman would pursue Hal- 
sey?” 

“Of course. The more vivid Halsey’s experience, the 
more interesting it would be to see if he could conceal 
it during the lie-detector test afterward.” 

“And what about me?’’ grunted Foyle. “If you were 
watching the east entrance from the shrubbery just be- 
fore eight, you must have seen me go in. Why didn’t 
you stop me?” 

“I mistook you for Ezra. I couldn’t see your face at 
that distance in the moonlight and I thought no one but 
the janitor would wander around the building the way 
you did. It was too late to stop you—Ian would be 
there at any moment and if he saw me it would spoil 
the surprise element. He would know that it was I who 
had nailed down the windows and turned off the lights. 
Of course I thought a tip would compensate you—that 
is, Ezra—for being locked in with Halsey during the 
experiment. 

“Tt made things even more difficult when Konradi en- 
tered the building. He was so quick I couldn’t stop him 
without calling out. Halsey might have heard me and 
that would have ruined everything.” 

“I suppose it didn’t occur to you the experiment 
might be postponed?” said Foyle. 

“It did for a moment. But then I decided that Kon- 
radi, as a fellow scientist, should be willing to sacrifice 
a little of his time and convenience for the sake of a 
psychological experiment. As soon as I heard Halsey 
screaming, I hurried around the east corner of the 
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building to the north side, where I could watch the jan- 
itor’s window and see who was the first to break it-and 
climb out. Incidentally, the fact that the murderer re- 
membered the one breakable window and found it so 
quickly proves two things: first, that he is familiar with 
Southerland Hall, and second, that he is quick-witted 
and resolute in emergencies.” 

“And third that he has no key to the east door,” 
amended Salt. 

But Foyle shook his head. ‘““The man who broke that 
window couldn’t go down the corridor to the east door 
without passing the open door of the psychological lab- 
oratory where Halsey and I were standing. But he 
could reach the janitor’s window without passing us 
and that’s why he chose it.” 

Prickett was indignant. “Are you suggesting that Salt 
or J—?” 

“You each admit that you were near Southerland 
Hall when the shot was fired and you were each alone.” 

“You actually suspect me?’’ cried Prickett. “This is 
absurd! What possible motive could a professor of psy- 
chology have for such a crime?” 

Basil smiled. “You might have thought it would in- 
tensify the emotional reaction of your subject. . . .” 

Prickett looked as if such flippancy were beneath the 
dignity of a psychologist but exactly the sort of thing 
you might expect from a psychiatrist. 

“How many people beside yourself knew about this 
sham crime?” asked Foyle. 

“Only two. As Halsey was the sham criminal he knew 
everything mentioned in the letter of instruction—in- 
cluding the time and place of the sham crime. But of 
course he didn’t know about the nailed windows or the 
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dead lights, the locked door or the burglar alarm, since 
all those things were contrived to surprise him. 

“Dr. Albert Feng Lo, our Professor of Abnormal Psy- 
chology, was going to analyze the responses to the lie- 
detector test, so he knew every detail of the sham 
crime except one—the identity of the sham criminal. 

“Both Feng and Ian were pledged to secrecy. That is 
essential in order to prevent collusion between the sham 
criminal and the controls.” 

Julian Salt suppressed a yawn and glanced at a thin, 
plain gold watch that matched his cigarette case. 

“It would save time if you policemen put your ques- 
tions more directly,” he admonished Foyle with lazy in- 
solence. “Did the murderer know about Prickett’s ex- 
periment beforehand and incorporate it in his plan? Or 
was the experiment a surprise element that upset his 
plan? That seems more likely. I can’t see that the ex- 
periment was of any use to the murderer.” 

“Perhaps he thought it would explain his own pres- 
ence at the scene of the crime.” Foyle glanced covertly 
at Prickett. “Or he may have thought the sham crime 
would distract the night watchman from the real crime 
—as it did.” 

“On the other hand it brought a great many witnesses 
to the scene of the crime,” argued Salt. “And I can’t 
believe that the murderer planned that. You’ve all been 
lavishing sympathy on Halsey and Inspector Foyle be- 
cause they found themselves locked in an unlighted 
building with a murderer. But just think of the feelings 
of the murderer if he found himself unexpectedly 
locked in an unlighted building with two witnesses! I’m 
sure his emotional reaction would have been intense 
enough to satisfy the most exacting psychologist!” 
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“My dear Salt! Why didn’t I think of it myself!” 
Prickett turned to Foyle with shining eyes. ‘You've 
been wasting time, Inspector. This stupid fingerprinting 
and questioning and hunting for clues is so unneces- 
sary!” 

“Now look here, Dr. Prickett—’” began Foyle. 

“Surely you see it, Willing?” 

“T believe I do.” Basil was cautious. 

“The way to find Konradi’s murderer is to carry on 
my experiment by applying my lie-detector to all the 
suspects!’” announced Prickett. “I shall be only too 
happy to place my laboratory at your disposal if you 
will let me publish the results afterward.” 

Salt groaned aloud. “I seem to have started some- 
thing.” 

“What about it?”’ Foyle asked Basil. 

“Td like to try it,” he answered. “It won’t be con- 


clusive because it isn’t legal evidence in New York 


State. But it might show us where to look for legal evi- 
dence—providing everyone involved will consent to 
take the test.” 

“Of course they will!” cried Prickett. “A refusal 
would be tantamount to a confession of guilt. Nobody 
would dare!”’ 

“Oh, yes they would!” retorted Salt, imperturbably. 
“T’m refusing right now. I don’t care to be a rat ina 
maze or a naif subject and I don’t care for voodoo.” 

“Voodoo?” 

“You should go to Mexico, Prickett—you’d feel at 
home there. Last summer I found an Indian village in 
the interior where they believed you could prove a mur- 
der suspect’s guilt or innocence by cutting his arm with 
a sacred knife. If his blood flowed, he was guilty; if it 
didn’t flow, he was innocent. Your lie-detector based on 
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blood pressure and association time is just atavism. All 
savages believe a guilty man can be forced to incrimi- 
nate himself unconsciously. But most civilized people 
prefer objective evidence obtained by legal methods.” 

“Methods as legal, civilized and objective as the third 
degree?” Prickett spoke acidly. ‘““Don’t you understand 
the difference between police brutality and a scientific 
test? If the lie-detector proved successful in a case as 
important as this, it would replace the third degree. 
Then there might be some hope of reviving civil liberty 
in this country!” 

“We can settle that later.” Foyle rose. “Before you 
go, I must have your home addresses.” 

There was a general scraping of chairs on the tiled 
floor—no Persian rug in Prickett’s office. The murmur 
of voices, the search for hats and coats and the relaxed 
tension reminded Basil of an audience dispersing after 
a play. 

“T live in Henderson Place.” Prickett gave the num- 
ber. 

“Tl see Mrs. Prickett to-morrow.” Foyle scribbled 
the address in a small notebook he always carried. ‘““And 
you, Mr. Salt?” 

“East End Avenue.” 

“Will Mrs. Salt be at home to-morrow?” 

Prickett pretended to be absorbed in brushing his 
hat, but he was watching Salt with sly amusement. 

“I see no necessity for dragging my wife into this,” 
said Salt, curtly. 

“The janitor says she came here to see you this after- 
- noon when you were out,” explained Foyle. “She was in 
the building for a few moments between five-thirty and 
six—the period when the revolver was taken.” 

“It’s so damned silly!’ Salt flushed under his sun- 
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burn. ‘““Amy doesn’t even kill moths. She opens the 
screen door and lets them out.” 

“Nevertheless, I must see her.” 

“YOU rCcaayits: 

“Is she away?” 

A grin hovered around Prickett’s thin lips. There is 
always something so comic about other people’s trage- 
dies. Indeed, comedy might be defined as something 
that happens to someone else. 

“My wife left me six months ago.” Salt’s rigid face 
and blank voice only half concealed the fury he felt at 
being forced to make this announcement publicly. “Our 
meeting at dinner was an attempt at reconciliation. It 
failed and I haven’t the slightest idea where she may 
be now.” 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


EXCEPTIONAL 


BASIL WILLING lived in an old house on lower Park 
Avenue chosen because it reminded him of the Balti- 
more house where his father used to live. There were 
no restlessly fluent curves of chromium and no windows 
that gave a dizzily distorted view of a world thirty 
stories below. The rather shabby mahogany furniture 
was put together in square, settled lines that comforted 
the eye. From the ground-floor windows the broad street 
lined with low houses looked as near and natural as a 
street in a small town, and early Sunday morning it was 
almost as empty. 

The eastern sun made a cheerful guest at breakfast, 
ripening old white woodwork to the yellow of sour 
cream, turning the garnet curtains to a clear ruby and 
striking beams of light from china and silver. The fra- 
grance of fresh coffee and hot corn bread made Basil 
realize that he was hungry. He didn’t even glance at 
letters and newspapers until he had reached his second 
cup of coffee and his first cigarette. 

There were a few advertisements and a special deliv- 


gl 


92 THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


ery letter on Yorkville University notepaper from the 
Dean of the College. He regretted that his presence at 
the Alumni Dinner had made it impossible for him to 
attend the scene of the unhappy occurrence last eve- 
ning. Inspector Foyle had referred him to Dr. Willing 
and he was anxious to discuss the matter with Dr. Will- 
ing as soon as possible. Would Dr. Willing be kind 
enough to come to his house Sunday afternoon? If that 
were inconvenient, perhaps Dr. Willing could take sup- 
per with him Sunday evening? Most informally, of 
course. .. . He remained Dr. Willing’s very faith- 
fully, Alan Lysaght.... 

Both Times and Tribune displayed photographs of 
Prickett and Salt leaving Southerland Hall—Yorkwville 
Professors Grilled by Police in Konradi Case—and 
there were plenty of headlines. 


YORKVILLE ALUMNI AT DINNER WHEN 
KONRADI SHOT 


At the very moment when Dr. Franz Konradi, 
world-famous Austrian bio-chemist, was shot in 
his own laboratory at Yorkville University, the 
Alumni Association was holding its annual dinner 
at the Waldorf-Astoria and listening to addresses 
by Malcolm Southerland, banker and trustee, and 
Dr. Alan Lysaght, Dean of Yorkville College and 
acting President of the University. 

“America is the only real democracy left in a 
world gone mad,’ said Mr. Southerland, in part. 
“Tt is the duty and privilege of American scholars 
to maintain the brightness of our democratic ideals 
(Continued on page 26) 


Basil tried to hold his lighted cigarette in one hand 
while he floundered through twenty-six pages of cloth- 
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ing advertisements interspersed here and there with 
news items. 


Continued from Page r 
“unclouded by the foul breath of alien ideol- 
ORES oe” 


While the businessman’s speech was concerned solely 
with ideals of schoiarship, the scholar’s speech was de- 
voted entirely to business. 


“Our running expenses for this fiscal year, in- 
cluding taxes and interest on our corporate debt, 
reach an estimated total of $1,581,623.99,” an- 
nounced Dr. Lysaght. “On the other side of the 
ledger, our total income from tuition fees and en- 
dowments will amount to $1,420,972.21. I need 
hardly tell you that we have practiced the most 
drastic economy. We have raised tuition fees and 
curtailed many of our public services. We have cut 
the salaries of faculty members to the bone in spite 
of the fact that they are compelled to live in or near 
the City of New York where living costs are high. 
We are even—most reluctantly—arranging to dis- 
pense with the services of certain junior members 
of the faculty next year. But unfortunately the fact 
remains that we find ourselves faced with a deficit 
this year amounting to $160,651.78... .” 


“Sho’ sounds familiah!” Juniper, the Baltimore negro 
who had grown gray in Basil’s service, could never re- 
sist pausing to read the morning paper whenever he 
passed behind Basil’s chair at breakfast. “Jes’ laike 
folks who spen’s all dey resou’ces on chicken dinnehs 
an’ cawn likker an’ den wakes up Friday mawnin’ ter 
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find dey ain’t got ’nough money ter go ter de movies 
Saclay niguties 275" 


“Further economies are out of the question,” 
continued Dr. Lysaght. “We must make up this 
unavoidable deficit by increasing our endowment 
if we are to maintain our high standards of achweve- 
ment in education and research. I need hardly re- 
mind you how important our work is .. .” 


He proceeded to do so for several paragraphs. 


At the conclusion of the dinner, Dr. Lysaght an- 
nounced that Mr. Southerland had offered York- 
ville a new endowment of $1,800,000.00, which at 
four percent will bring in a yearly income of $72,- 
000.00. Gifts from other members of the Alumni 
Association will bring the total income from the 
new endowment up to $122,000.00 annually. The 
Dean told reporters that he feels confident the re- 
maining $38,651.78 of the deficit will be met by 
donations from out of town alumni in the next few 
weeks. 


“Somebody mighta stumped up wid dat seventy-eight 
cents. . . .” muttered Juniper. 

Basil dropped the papers and went to the corner of 
his bookshelves where he kept the German and Aus- 
trian criminologists. An idea that had been in solution 
all morning was beginning to crystallize. He took down 
a dog-eared volume he had purchased second-hand in 
Vienna and carried it to a window. He was absorbed in 
a study of suicide by J. V. Beck when the doorbell rang. 

The man waiting on the steps outside was uncon- 
scious of observation. A noticeably tall man dressed 
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with a formality that was almost quaint, for shapely, 
velvet-collared coats, hard felt hats, and silver-topped 
malacca sticks will soon join the broadcloth and brocade 
of the eighteenth century in museums. There was a 
long, glossy Packard limousine at the curb and a chauf- 
feur in bottle-green livery was just closing the door. 
Basil’s glance shifted to the clock on the mantelpiece 
—half-past ten seemed rather early for a Sunday morn- 
ing visit. A moment later Juniper was announcing 
“Misteh Malcolm Southe’land.” 

It was a hard, Roman face that confronted Basil, its 
bleakness emphasized by the cold blue eyes and the 
bluish tinge of the steel gray hair. But when Souther- 
land spoke his whole personality seemed to change. His 
voice was round and rich in inflections as the voice of 
a popular actor or preacher. It had warmth and color. 
Its smoothness was almost caressing. 

“Dr. Willing? This is a most unseasonable hour to in- 
trude on you. But the matter is urgent.” He selected the 
most comfortable chair without appearing to do so and 
waved away Basil’s invitation to smoke. “I am one of 
the trustees of Yorkville University. I had your name 
and address from the Police Commissioner, my old 
friend General Archer. Before we go any further, just 
what is your function in the Konradi case? Archer was 
not very clear on that point.” 

“I’m a medical assistant to the district attorney. I’ve 
specialized in psychiatry and the police consult me 
when any psychological question crops up in the course 
of an investigation.” 

Southerland’s self-control was almost perfect. But 
something flickered in his eyes at the word psychiatry. 

“Konradi was killed during a lie-detector experiment 


of Dr. Prickett’s,’ went on Basil. “At his suggestion, 
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I’m planning to try the lie-detector on all the suspects 
in the case.” 

Southerland didn’t allow his hesitation to lengthen 
into a pause. But he did hesitate for a moment and it 
was the unmistakable hesitation of an adversary calcu- 
lating his next move with care. 

“Nothing could be more unfortunate for the Univer- 
sity—at this time.’ His face was as hard as ever but his 
voice was disarmingly soft and confidential. “Our Presi- 
dent is on a good-neighbor lecture tour of South Amer- 
ica and Dr. Lysaght is Acting President in his absence. 
I have the greatest respect and affection for Dr. Ly- 
saght, but he has not the President’s gift for dealing 
with press and public. The University is scarcely in a 
financial position to stand a major scandal. ... Of 
course, a case of suicide would be less scandalous than a 
case of murder. . . . Have the police considered the 
possibility of suicide?”’ 

“Naturally.” 

Basil’s curt response should have made it difficult for 
Southerland to continue. But his voice could not have 
been more easy and affable if he had received the 
warmest encouragement. 

“T’ve read the newspaper accounts of the case care- 
fully. As I understand it, there were two spent shells in 
the revolver which Prickett identified as the blanks he 
had been using.” 

Basil nodded. 

“And the bullet that killed Konradi has disap- 
peared?” 

“The police are still looking for it,’ amended Basil. 

“Really?” Southerland ventured a smile. ‘May I 
suggest that they will never find it?” 


EXCEPTIONAL 97 


Basil resisted an impulse to glance toward the trea- 
tise on suicide by J. V. Beck which lay on the table 
where he had set it down when Southerland entered the 
room. 

“On what grounds?” 

“There was no bullet.” 

“No?” Basil was non-committal. ““There’s no doubt 
that Konradi was shot.” 

“I dare say. But—-have the New York police never 
heard of a man committing suicide with a blank shot? 
It’s quite common in Germany and Austria. I suggest 
that there was no bullet and no murderer. Konradi used 
one of Prickett’s blank cartridges to kill himself.” 

“You think that possible?” 

“Of course!’’ Basil’s obtuseness seemed to irritate 
Southerland, as it was intended to do. He hastened to 
explain. “If a bullet is fired when the muzzle of a gun 
is in contact with the body, gases from the exploding 
gun powder are forced into the body with the bullet, 
making a large, ragged wound. These gases that shatter 
flesh and bone at close range are the same gases that 
shatter the gun itself if the barrel is choked when it is 
fired. In a contact shot it’s really not the bullet that 
does the damage but the gases. So you don’t need the 
bullet at all. A blank shot will do just as well—so long 
as the shot is fired in direct contact with the body. 

“That’s the significant point. When a blank shot is 
used there can be no gap of a few inches between the 
gun and the body. The muzzle must be pressed directly 
against the skin or placed between the teeth in order to 
concentrate the gases and force them into the body in 
lieu of the bullet. A blank shot, to be fatal, must be an 
actual contact shot and it is considered impossible for 
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a murderer to get close enough to an active victim to 
fire such a shot. Therefore, a blank shot is proof of sui- 
cide—unless the victim is stunned or drugged or bound 
beforehand. According to the Police Commissioner, 
there is no evidence that Konradi was stunned, drugged 
or bound. 

“He was an Austrian, he was killed with a contact 
shot, the only shells left in the gun are blanks, and the 
bullet is missing. I can’t imagine a clearer case of sui- 
cide. The Commissioner tells me there were even some 
grains of black powder on the wad. Blank cartridges are 
usually filled with black powder because it’s supposed to 
make a louder explosion than cordite and blanks are 
made chiefly for use on the stage where they want the 
shot loud to impress the audience.” 

“T did think of it,” said Basil, as Southerland paused 
for breath. “I even took the trouble this morning to 
look up the forty cases studied by Beck. But I’m 
rather surprised to find a man who is neither a police 
officer nor a criminal lawyer so familiar with all these 
details. . . .” 

Basil was startled by the look of pure rage that 
flashed into Southerland’s eyes for a moment. But his 
carefully cultivated voice did not fail him. 

“I merely applied a businessman’s common sense to 
the problem.” 

“And a little specialized knowledge.” 

There was no longer any doubt that they were ad- 
versaries. ‘They eyed each other with the wary hostility 
of boxers sparring for an opening. 

“You're not convinced?” Southerland spoke more 
sharply than heretofore. 

“No.” 

“But—good God!—Konradi was obviously killed 
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with a blank shot. How could it have been murder? 
Don’t you see it’s mechanically impossible?” 

“We make it a rule not to discuss a case with out- 
siders in the course of its investigation.” 

“Then I’m wasting your time.” Southerland rose with 
decision. “I hope you’ll consider my theory of suicide 
carefully before you reject it altogether.” 

“One moment. As long as you're here, there are sev- 
eral questions I'd like to ask you—if you can spare the 
time.” 

Again Southerland hesitated. But he was not a man 
to refuse a challenge. He sat down, crossing his knees 
with an assumption of nonchalance that was not quite 
successful. 

“Tf there’s anything I can do to help you I’m entirely 
at your service,” he said with beautiful insincerity. 

And Basil answered with equal insincerity: “I’m sure 
you are. That’s why I venture to ask—just where were 
you at eight o’clock last night?” 

“Driving from my club to the Waldorf where I was 
engaged to speak at the Yorkville Alumni Dinner.” 

“Alone?” 

“Quite alone. I had given my chauffeur the evening 
to himself. I usually do when I’m in town. I live at 
Greenwich and it’s a little too suburban for his taste. I 
don’t want to lose him because he’s a good mechanic.” 

Nothing in Basil’s expression suggested that he found 
all these explanations unnecessarily voluble. “What 
time did you reach the Waldorf?” 

“Some time after eight—half past eight or even quar- 
ter of nine. You see, I was held up by traffic. Really, 
Dr. Willing—” Southerland smiled. ‘Are you suggest- 
ing seriously that a trustee of Yorkville University 
would pause to shoot a professor of bio-chemistry on 
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the way to a public dinner? And then appear at the 
dinner a few moments later to eat a hearty meal and 
deliver an address lasting half an hour?” 

“Why did you wish to see Konradi yesterday after- 
noon?” 

“No particular reason. I often dropped in to see him 
when I was in the neighborhood. I went to Yorkville 
yesterday to see the Dean about this unpleasant busi- 
ness of a deficit. I stopped at Southerland Hall after- 
ward to see how Konradi was getting along with his 
work, but unfortunately he wasn’t there.” 

“And while his secretary was looking for him, you 
went to his laboratory?” 

“Mere curiosity. The door was ajar and I had noth- 
ing else to do. I glanced at some books in the book 
case, but they were far too technical for me.” 

“Where did you go after you left Southerland Hall?” 

“Directly to my club. I always stay there when I’m 
in town. I had a cocktail in the lounge. Then I went to 
my bedroom to change for dinner.” 

“T believe that it was you who financed Konradi’s 
cancer research?” 

“He was financed by a Foundation I endowed for 
such purposes.” 

“But you took a personal interest in his work?” 

There was an undertone of strong feeling in Souther- 
land’s voice as he answered. ‘“‘Cancer is not just a word 
to me. My mother died of cancer when I was fourteen. 
We were very poor and we lived in a small Maine vil- 
lage where there was no adequate medical service in 
those days. By the time my father took her to Boston 
it was too late.” 

“Do you know what Konradi was working on at the 
time of his death?” asked Basil, more gently. 
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“I’m afraid I can’t be definite. My impression is that 
he was testing alum in various forms as a possible cause 
for cancer of the stomach.” 

“Doubtless the other officers of the Southerland 
Foundation can settle the point.” 

“TI don’t believe they can.” Again Basil was conscious 
of an undertone—but it was no longer emotional. ‘“We 
knew the general outline of Konradi’s work—he was 
studying and comparing various chemicals that cause 
cancer by irritation in the hope of determining the irri- 
tant factors. We supplied him with everything he 
needed, but we never bothered him for details of what 
he was doing.” 

“The answer to a chemist’s prayer,’ murmured Basil. 

Southerland’s voice hardened. “‘Naturally we trusted 
a man of his reputation absolutely.” 

“Can you tell me why Konradi had no laboratory as- 
sistants?”’ 

“The Foundation spent so much money equipping his 
laboratory that there was none left to pay the salary of 
an assistant the first year.” 

“Miss von Hohenems said it was because Konradi 
didn’t want to break in a new assistant when he was re- 
peating experiments he had made already in Vienna.” 

“Miss von Hohenems knows nothing about it.” 

“Then Konradi was not repeating experiments he had 
made in Vienna?” 

Southerland didn’t like that question. He sought re- 
fuge in a blunt answer. “I don’t know. I never asked 
him.” 

“Until last night, I didn’t even know he was in this 
country. I have a number of friends who studied under 
him in Vienna. They didn’t know it either.” 

“Really?” Southerland examined the polished toe of 
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his boot. ‘““Konradi was absorbed in his work all winter. 
Last autumn he slipped into the country Tourist Third. 
His name was not on the passenger list.” 

“Why note” 

“He didn’t care for personal publicity.” 

“It was you who brought him to this country?” 

“Yes. I discovered last June that he had escaped 
from Dachau and reached Geneva. He was looking for a 
chance to carry on his researches and I arranged for 
him to begin work at Yorkville this September. He was 
made a research professor of the Biological Division 
and the University paid his salary, but the Southerland 
Foundation paid his running expenses and equipped a 
laboratory for him in Southerland Hall as there were 
none vacant in the School of Medicine.” 

“You seem to have done a great deal for the Univer- 
sity. Southerland Hall—the Southerland Foundation— 
and all the Southerland expeditions and _ fellow- 
ships. . . .” 

Southerland’s smile was a little sad. “I have to do 
something with my money. My wife is dead and I have 
no children, or close relatives. I haven’t even any hob- 
bies or vices—a self-made man has no time for such 
things until he’s too old to enjoy them. I worked my 
way through Yorkville when I was a boy and I’ve been 
working ever since. I shall probably die in harness.” 

“One more question. Were you by any chance a track 
runner in your undergraduate days?” 

Southerland laughed aloud. ‘I had no idea detective 
stories were so much like real life. Your questions are 
quite in the classic tradition of mysterious irrelevance. 
Yes—I was a track runner. But how did you suspect it? 
And why did you want to know?” 
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“Mere curiosity,” answered Basil. “Like your enter- 
ing Konradi’s laboratory yesterday afternoon . . .” 

“You are discreet.’ Southerland’s expressive voice 
was charged with meaning. “I hope I shall not have to 
change my opinion of your discretion. It’s a most Beetul 
trait—in any walk of life.” 

“And I was on the point of asking you to be indis- 
creet,” returned Basil. “As a trustee you must know 
most of the people at Yorkville and as you’re not a 
member of the faculty you may see them more objec- 
tively than they see each other. I’d like to know your 
opinion of the professors in the case—Prickett, Salt 
and Feng.” 

Southerland had risen, but he paused to consider his 
answer. He decided on frankness—or at least the ap- 
pearance of frankness. 

“Feng is a Chinese scientist of international repute. 
He’s on leave from the University of Pekin. That’s 
really all I know about him. Julian Salt is one of the 
most energetic and ambitious of our younger professors. 
I’ve offered him a job as anthropological member of the 
Southerland Expedition to Mexico next year because I 
have a feeling that anything he undertakes will be a 
success. I can’t say the same for poor Prickett.” A 
frosty twinkle lighted Southerland’s cold blue eyes. 
“William James said that a certain painstaking psychol- 
ogist ‘simply could not be bored.’ I think I may say 
that Prickett simply could not be amused. . . . Feng 
never has any trouble with students and they like Salt 
because he’s athletic, good-looking and not much older 
than they. But Prickett is always appealing to the 
Dean to uphold his authority. He’s a living example of 
Fliigel’s theory that some men become psychologists in 
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order to compensate for a failure to understand their 
fellow men by less formal methods. . . . Have I an- 
swered your question?” 

“Perfectly. Can you give me Feng’s address?” 

“He has an office in Southerland Hall. Number 3g, I 
think, on the ground floor.” 

“But he may not be there on Sunday and Id like to 
see him today. Can you give me his home address?” 

Southerland’s eyes lost their twinkle. 

“Tf I were you I’d wait until tomorrow. It can’t make 
much difference.” 

“Td rather see him today.” 

Southerland was curiously reluctant. 

“Of course I can telephone Dr. Lysaght for it,” went 
on Basil. 

Southerland mentioned an address on the East Side 
below 14th Street. 

“Rather far from the University . . .” said Basil. 

“Yes.” The utter absence of inflection was noticeable. 
“I don’t see why you should attach such importance 
to seeing Dr. Feng. Surely he and Prickett are elimi- 
nated automatically from your list of suspects.” 

“Why?” 

“Because it was they who planned the lie-detector 
experiment. Surely no one would plan a murder to coin- 
cide with a lie-detector experiment—too great a risk of 
the police taking a hint from the experiment and using 
the lie-detector to find the murderer.” 

“That's just what Prickett wants us to do.” 

“Naturally—it’s the obvious thing,” insisted Souther- 
land. “And for that very reason, the murderer must be 
someone who didn’t know anything about the lie-detec- 
tor experiment... .” 
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Basil accompanied his visitor to the front door. On 
the threshold, he asked suddenly: 

“Are there any other Germans in the University be- 
side Miss von Hohenems?”’ 

“Only a few German exchange students.” 

Southerland was obviously impatient to be gone, but 
Basil detained him. 

“Nazis?” 

“Well, of course, they could hardly have left Ger- 
many if they had been actively opposed to the present 
régime. But they’re not politicians. They’re only boys 
of eighteen or twenty. And they never came in contact 
with Konradi as he was a research professor. Are you 
suggesting? . .” 

“No. Our suspects are limited to the eight people 
who had access to Prickett’s revolver Saturday after- 
noon. There’s only one student on the list—an Amer- 
ican named Halsey.” 

“Indeed?” Southerland’s tone seemed to imply that a 
trustee could not be expected to keep track of under- 
graduates, American or German. 


Only a few moments later, Basil’s telephone rang. 

Cynthia Willing had seen the morning papers. She 
might forgive Basil for leaving her dinner table so 
abruptly if he would tell her all about the murder. 

Basil seized his opportunity. 

“What sort of man is Malcolm Southerland?” 

“The sort that’s a charter member of the Metropoli- 
tan Club but only got into the Union after the depres- 
sion,’ answered Cynthia promptly. 

Not for the first time Basil wondered why his cousin 
Paul had married a woman like that. 
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‘Very valuable information,” he said dryly. “But not 
quite what I wanted. May I speak to Paul a minute?” 
Paul was a broker. He knew all about Southerland. 

“Began work in New York as a newspaper reporter 
and gravitated at once to the financial page and the 
business office. The crucial step in his career was his 
nimble leap from the newspaper to the presidency of 
the African Mining Company, which owns two of the 
largest chromite mines in Rhodesia. There were the 
usual rumors that he had boomed the company’s com- 
mon stock on his financial page when it was over-capital- 
ized. But nothing was ever proved and he says he owes 
his success to thrift and hard work. . . . He has a com- 
fortable fortune now, all invested in the African Mining 
Company’s stock—preferred, of course. He wouldn't 
touch the common stock himself with a ten-foot pole. 
The Mercantile Bank owns the company and he’s a di- 
rector of the bank. He has enough money to make him 
a big man in a small town but in New York he’s only 
too glad to hold his little domain in fief to the bank in 
return for its protection. 

“It’s his newspaper affiliations that make him useful 
to the bank. He’s the only man in Wall Street who can 
say with any truth, ‘I used to be a newspaper man my- 
self, boys,’ and he’s the only one who brings out im- 
ported whisky and cigars during an interview. That’s 
why the papers always give at least half a column to 
Southerland’s views on war debts or the gold standard 
or credit inflation. Of course, they aren’t his views— 
they aren’t anybody’s views—they’re just ideas that the 
directors of the bank want to make public. And of 
course he never lets the papers quote him directly. 
They have to say: “The consensus of opinion in Wall 
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Street is...’ Or: ‘A spokesman for a well-known 
banking house asserts . . .”” 

“But he’s primarily a banker?” interrupted Basil. 

“Banker nothing! He’s an aero-dynamic, pre-fabri- 
cated, super-streamlined press agent and errand boy 
for the Halsey interests. They own the bank and the 
African Mining Company and Southerland. I suppose 
it was about Ian Halsey that he came to see you this 
morning?” 

“No,” answered Basil. ““He said nothing whatever 
about his connection with Ian Halsey.” 

“That’s funny!” 

“Isn’t it?” agreed Basil. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


EXTRANEOUS: 


JULIAN SALT’S HOUSE was one in a row of small 
houses on East End Avenue facing Carl Schurz Park 
and the East River just below Gracie Point. It was 
built in the Seventies when architects constructed their 
ornament instead of ornamenting their structure. Since 
then someone had painted brick walls, stone balustrades 
and wooden window frames all the same gunmetal gray 
in the vain hope that unity of color might camouflage 
disunity of form. 

Basil rang the bell three times before the door was 
opened by a lean old crone in a soiled apron that 
smelled of dishwater and gin. 

“Mis’ Salt? She ain’t here! She’s gone for good. I 
thought everybody knew that. It was in the News this 
morning. Mr. Salt? I dunno. Guess he’s upstairs in the 
livin’ room.” 

No trace of the Seventies lingered in the entrance 
hall. Modern taste had plastered the ceiling white, the 
walls gray and paved the floor with blocks of yellow 
marble. As Basil dropped his hat and coat on a teak- 
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wood table he disturbed a thin film of gray dust. The 
old witch eyed him with a tipsy grin. 

“’Taint my fault. One lady wot comes in by the day 
can’t keep a big house like this clean an’ cook besides!” 

“It does seem larger inside than it looks from the 
outside.” 

Basil turned toward a little gilt elevator dainty as a 
jewel box. 

“Purty, ain’t it? But it don’t work now. I told Mr. 
Salt he oughter get it fixed an’ he says ter me: ‘We'll 
let it go fer the time bein’, Martha.’” She seemed to 
find this simple remark singularly amusing. “So ye gotta 
walk up five flights.’’ She opened a door that led to a 
narrow, enclosed stairway. “Why they gotta have the 
livin’ room on the fifth floor, I dunno. ‘’Cause of the 
view, says Mr. Salt. ‘When we first come here,’ says 
he, ‘the fifth floor was all chopped up inter li’l rooms 
an’ we took out all the partitions,’ says he, ‘an’ made it 
inter one big room ’cause I like ter see the river from 
my windows.’ ‘O.K. with me if ye gotta ’nelevator that 
works,’ says I. ‘But I ain’t walkin’ up no five flights fer 
nobody,’ says I, ‘an’ ye won’t get any other lady wot 
comes in by the day ter do it neither!’ He looks cross 
then but he tries not ter show it ’cause he’s scared stiff 
I might leave him flat with nobody to do fer him an’ 
so he says: ‘All right, Martha. You can do your cookin’ 
on the ground floor an’ Ill take my meals there.’”’ 

Basil gathered that he was not to be announced. By 
the time he had toiled up five flights of steep stairs he 
didn’t condemn Martha for her stand on this point. He 
opened a door expecting to enter a hallway only to find 
that it led directly into the living room. And then he 
understood why Salt couldn’t give up this sky parlor— 
elevator or no elevator. 
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The whole fifth floor was one room and its propor- 
tions were perfectly balanced—the width, half the 
length and the height, half the width. The front wall 
was all window—the back wall, all mirror. Facing the 
window from the center of the room, you might have 
been on board ship for you couldn’t see the park or the 
street below the house—you saw only a blue level of 
water dotted with little boats. Turning the other way, 
you could still see the river reflected in the mirror with 
the same little boats gliding across its surface. 

The side walls were tinted beige like the carpet and 
the velvet-covered chairs. The curtains and the window 
seat were rose-colored. A large, ugly Empire mantel- 
piece of black marble gave an unexpected touch of vi- 
rility to the rather feminine color scheme. 

Salt was sitting before an open typewriter talking to 
another man on the window seat. 

“You think I’m luckye” Salt was saying. “If you 
knew—” 

He saw Basil and stopped. 

“Sorry to burst in on you. But Martha hinted very 
plainly that it wasn’t worth her while mounting five 
flights just to tell you I was here and I can’t say I 
blame her.” 

“Neither do I!’ Salt smiled pleasantly and what 
might have been an awkward moment passed easily. 
“This is an old classmate of mine, Mr. Trevor,” he 
added. “Dr. Willing is from the district attorney’s 
office. Too bad you had such a climb. Since that eleva- 
tor has been out of order I’ve begun to understand why 
the people who built this house left the fifth floor and 
its river view to servants and children.” 

“It must have been hell to be a servant or a child in 
the Seventies,” remarked Trevor. 
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“The good old days!” rejoined Salt. “No nonsense 
about coddling the young idea or the under dog. Chil- 
dren were seen and not heard and they slept with the 
servants who were allotted the most sunless, airless and 
inaccessible rooms in the house and thought themselves 
fortunate if they got twelve dollars a month.” 

The morning sunlight streaming through the East 
window brought out the contrast between Salt and his 
friend. Salt was exactly the right weight for his height. 
He moved with the flexibility of the athlete and healthy 
red blood gave his sunburned skin a faintly rosy tinge. 
His light gray flannels were impeccable and he was 
completely at ease. But there was something awkward 
and slack about Trevor. His bones looked too big for his 
body, his skin was sallow and his well-worn winter suit 
was too heavy for the warm spring day. If he were a 
classmate of Salt’s he must be about the same age, yet 
he looked the older by several years. 

“IT must be going.” Trevor rose and hesitated. “You 
really think there may be a chance for me?” His tone 
was listless. 

“There’s always a chance, old man!” Salt’s cheerful- 
ness was brisk and false. ‘““You can rely on me to do 
everything I can. I'll speak to the Dean about it Mon- 
day.” 

Trevor looked at his prosperous friend with a slight 
smile as if he realized the futility of all this and won- 
dered at himself for bothering with it. “You got my ad- 
dress? And you'll let me know as soon as possible?” 

“Certainly—certainly!”” Salt speeded the parting 
guest with a hint of impatience. “Too bad you have to 
walk down. So long and keep your tail up! You're sure 
to find something soon. .. .” 

The door closed on Trevor. Salt was no longer smil- 
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ing as he turned back to Basil. Their eyes met and Salt 
said: ‘““There but for the grace of God go you or I.” 

“No job?” 

“You know the symptoms?” 

“I see them often enough at the psychiatric clinic. 
Anxiety isn’t good for the mind.” 

“T suppose not.” 

Salt offered Basil his cigarette case. Its yellow 
gleam brought out the golden cast of his reddish hair 
and tawny skin. 

“As soon as Trevor saw the news of Konradi’s death 
in the morning paper he came running to me to ask if 
there were any hope of getting Konradi’s place. Ghoul- 
ish, isn’t it? But there’ll be more like him tomorrow. I 
hadn’t the heart to tell him there wasn’t a chance. That 
job was made for Konradi because he was exceptional- 
ly gifted. Bill Trevor is quite as good at his job as I am 
at mine, but of course he isn’t in Konradi’s class. We 
started neck and neck—same age, same college, same 
degrees, and at first Trevor did pretty well as a lec- 
turer in bio-chemistry at some western university. But 
when the depression hit them, they decided to econo- 
mize and they preferred to drop a few people like 
Trevor rather than reduce the thirty thousand a year 
they were paying their football coach. Trevor had mar- 
ried a girl without money and they were reckless 
enough to have two babies in quick succession. You’d 
think a biologist would manage the biological phase of 
his career more intelligently—but he didn’t. She was 
quite ill when the second baby came and that used up 
the little money he’d managed to save. He’s been doing 
odd jobs ever since—assisting other chemists temporar- 
ily, translating books on biology and chemistry from 
French and German, ghosting for a charlatan who 
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works the popular science racket on the radio, Genius 
Against Germs, Crusaders of the Crucible and that sort 
of hog-wash. 

“Sooner or later, he’ll give up all hope of being a bio- 
logical chemist and try to get some other sort of job. 
He’ll be lucky if he gets it, but he won’t be grateful. A 
highly specialized training makes it hard for a man to 
adapt himself to anything else and it’s pretty galling to 
waste a hard-won training on an ill-paid, unskilled job. 
God knows how many highly trained technicians are 
doing just that today. There’s a chemists’ club in New 
York that maintains a permanent committee on unem- 
ployment for members and we’ve had a steady stream 
of men all winter applying for the job of assistant to 
Konradi. Life is a chair dance today and once you’re 
out, you’re out. Poor Trevor doesn’t realize it—yet.” 
Salt shivered. “Let’s talk of something pleasanter! I 
have the utmost sympathy for the sensitive fellow who 
couldn’t bear the sight of a starving man watching him 
through the window as he ate dinner, so he rose impul- 
sively and—lowered the shade.” 

Salt smiled, but there was an undertone of feeling 
in his voice. Basil gathered that Trevor had been a 
skeleton at Salt’s feast for years. Such things could 
happen to the Trevors of this world—they must never 
happen to Julian Salt. Under his pleasant manner 
lay a tough core of egoism. Perhaps that was why his 
wife had left him. . . . “Have you had any word from 
Mrs. Salt this morning?” 

“TI thought I had made it clear last night that I don’t 
expect to hear from her.” 

“You did. But it occurred to me that when she saw 
your name in the papers as one of the people involved 
in a murder case, she might communicate with you.” 
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Salt looked at him speculatively. “I don’t suppose 
that has anything to do with the fact that the papers 
made so much of my name this morning? I wonder if I 
could sue the police for defamation of character! A 
wasted effort, Dr. Willing!” He smiled suddenly, teeth 
and eyeballs gleaming white against his sun-browned 
skin. ““They don’t know Amy. She wouldn’t come back 
if I were on my way to the electric chair!” 

“If she doesn’t the police will want to know why.” 

“I told the Inspector it was incompatibility.” 

“Police Inspectors are less credulous than divorce 
court judges.” 

Salt swore under his breath. “This is a sweet mess! 
Just because my marriage happens to crack up the 
same day that Konradi is killed I’m supposed to sob 
out my troubles on the sympathetic shoulders of the 
police! The absurd part is there’s nothing to tell them.” 

“Nothing?” 

Salt hesitated and then spoke impetuously. ‘Perhaps 
you can make them understand. They’d never believe 
me, but they might believe you. ‘There wasn’t another 
man or another woman or anything spectacular like 
that. We—well—we loved each other.” The words were 
spoken so unwillingly they seemed to burn his lips. “At 
least, I loved her. But, damn it, I love my job, too!” 

“Teaching?” ; 

Salt shook his head. “‘Haven’t you heard? I thought 
Prickett would surely have told you. Did you see Ly- 
saght’s speech in the morning paper? ‘We are even— 
most reluctantly—arranging to dispense with the serv- 
ices of certain junior members of the faculty next 
year .. .. I was one of those who got the black spot 
last September, because, as our dear Dean was so care- 
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ful to explain, the first to be sacrificed are those who 
have private means independent of their pay. I asked 
him what he expected me to do with the rest of my 
life? Take up tiddle-de-winks? And he replied with a 
sermon running to about three thousand words on the 
self-abnegation demanded of the individual in periods 
of economic crisis. 

“T didn’t quite see it that way. Why should I let my 
brains and strength and training run to seed because I 
wasn’t in actual want like poor Trevor? I tried several 
other universities, but there was nothing doing. I’ve 
lived abroad too long to have many friends in this 
country and I’ve published several extremist views on 
anthropological questions. That’s fatal. When jobs are 
scarce they all go to the middle-of-the-road boys. 

“Then I tried the Southerland Foundation. I suppose 
it was partly luck, as Trevor said, but someone had told 
me they were planning an archaeological expedition to 
Mexico next summer and I had just spent a summer 
vacation there picking up tid-bits of anthropological 
data among the Indians. I saw Southerland himself and 
he gave me a job as anthropological member of the ex- 
pedition. It means that I’ll have a steady job for three 
years doing work I was trained to do at better pay than 
I’m getting now. But that isn’t all. I'll probably get 
enough material for a book of my own and if it’s any 
good at all I shouldn’t have much trouble landing on 
my feet at some other university when I get home 
again. I was drunk with joy about it. And then I told 
Amy.” Salt looked at Basil quizzically. ““Are you mar- 
ried?” 

“No.” 

“Well, then I’ll never make you understand. Still, 
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I'll have to try.”” He paused to light another cigarette 
and settled his back against the window frame. 

“When I told Amy we were going to spend the next 
three years in a part of Mexico where there are no 
movies because there’s no electricity, let alone theaters 
and night clubs, she— Well, do you see that dent in 
the ceiling? That’s where she hit it. 

“My wife spent her girlhood in a small town in 
Missouri—her father manufactured hardware there. 
The University has been the center of her social life in 
New York—she’s enjoyed entertaining visiting celeb- 
rities, foreign authors and scientists who come here 
to lecture and what not. She loves parties and theaters 
and night clubs and I don’t. My father was in the con- 
sular service abroad and I had enough pink teas then 
to last me the rest of my life. 

“But I couldn’t get Amy interested in ritualistic ves- 
tiges of matrilocal marriage among Mexican Indians. 
She hated the summer vacation we spent there. She said 
the Indians smelled like cheese and looked as if they 
would murder you for fifty cents. She said it would be 
too hot in summer and too cold in winter. She said 
there was nothing to do in Mexico—meaning no dances 
nor cocktail parties. Finally I said: ‘All right, you stay 
in America and I'll go to Mexico alone.’ That tore it. 
She didn’t want to be anywhere without a husband to 
play host at her parties and escort at other people’s 
parties and act the lap dog generally. But she didn’t 
put it that way. She said that if I really loved her I 
wouldn’t want to spend three whole years away from 
her, etcetera, etcetera. And why couldn’t I get a job 
in America? As if jobs like that grew on every tree! 

“Before I knew what I was doing I had said things 
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to her that she couldn’t or wouldn’t forget afterward. 
She left me in November, but last Saturday evening we 
had a final meeting and I tried to make her understand 
that life can’t go on without a great deal of forgetting. 
. . . But unfortunately Amy is one of those people 
who don’t know how to forget. . . . She said she was 
going through with the divorce and I suppose she’s half 
way to Reno by this time. .. . 

“Now do you think you can explain all this to your 
friends the police? Or will that simple-minded Inspector 
wonder why I don’t beat her up and drag her to Mexico 
by the hair of her head?” 

“You've got the Inspector all wrong,” answered Basil. 
“He isn’t simple-minded and he’s thoroughly domesti- 
cated—the complete family man. Was your father’s 
consulate in Austria?” 

“No.” Salt appreciated the implication and didn’t 
like it. “Belgium, Switzerland and France. If you don’t 
believe me you can look up the State Department 
records, can’t you?” 

Basil smiled at his vehemence. “I hardly think that 
necessary. There are far more French than German 
books on your shelves and unless I’m much mistaken 
that typewriter is one of the Remington portables made 
for the French trade. Don’t I see bloqueur de majus- 
cules where it should read shift lock?” 

“Maybe I planted the French books and typewriter 
so you'd associate me subconsciously with France in- 
stead of Austria!’’ Salt had recovered his good humor. 
‘“There’s really no limit to suspicion once it gets started 
and—” 

He stopped as they heard hurried footfalls on the 
stairway. 
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“Who on earth is that?” 

“It may be the Inspector. He’s rather worried about 
your wife.” 

Salt’s cheerfulness faded as abruptly as an extin- 
guished light. 

“Good God!”’ His voice was rough. “You don’t mean 
Amy is in any danger?” 

The door opened. Salt’s face was the dull brown of a 
dead leaf as the blood drained away from his tanned 
skin. 

PAIR tshaae) 

He was on his feet. She came toward him. 

“Julian! I—I’ve come back... .” 

For a long moment they stood looking at each other, 
still and unsmiling. Amy’s lips were parted, her wide 
blue eyes were pleading. Then she whispered: 

“Aren’t you—gladP”’ 

“Amy—darling!”” shouted Salt. 

Basil turned toward the window wondering why 
other people’s love affairs always seem silly and faintly 
disgusting. Or was it simply that he was a little envious 
of Salt? 

Amy spoke again, her voice joyful and unembarrassed 
as if she had forgotten Basil’s presence. 


“Oh, Julian! I thought I’d never see you again and | 


now—I’m almost glad poor Dr. Konradi was murdered, 
for it’s brought us together again!” 

“Don’t say that!’ Basil was surprised at the note of 
horror in Salt’s voice. He had not realized before that 
Salt was so deeply moved by Konradi’s death. 

Their eyes met in the mirror and Salt released Amy. 

“This is Dr. Willing from the district attorney’s of- 
Heese s" 

“Perhaps I can come back later?” said Basil. 
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“No, indeed,” cried Amy. “You’re just the person I 
want to see.” 

They came toward the window seat—Salt rather 
flushed and shame-faced; Amy serene and unabashed. 
They made a handsome pair—both fair and about the 
same height—the man brown and rugged, the woman 
neatly made with a fresh pink and white skin. She 
pulled off gloves and béret and tossed them on a chair 
with her sable scarf. A champagne-colored dress of thin 
wool underlined the rounded slenderness of her figure 
adequately but not too obviously. Perhaps it was her 
very tall heels and very long nails that made her seem 
a little sharp and thorny to Basil, but he knew most 
men would consider her seductive. One smoothly ta- 
pered hand was emphasized by the flash of a superb dia- 
mond, pure as a dewdrop, so large it hid its own setting 
and seemed to cling to her third finger by some magnetic 
attraction. She perched on the window seat, crossing 
sleek, silken legs, and Salt sat beside her looking as if 
he would like to put an arm around her shoulders. 

“Julian, why didn’t you have the elevator repaired? 
You seem to have let everything go to pieces!” 

“Tm not a good housekeeper,” admitted Salt. 

“You certainly aren’t! I don’t believe those ash trays 
have been emptied for a week. The first thing to- 
morrow I must call the agency and see about getting a 
cook and housemaid. That horrible old hag downstairs 
smells of gin and looks like Rodin’s Vieille Courtisane. 

. Now—” She addressed Basil. ‘““What’s all this 
nonsense about Julian and Konradi? I could hardly 
believe my own eyes when I saw Julian’s picture in all 
the papers at breakfast! We hardly knew Konradi. 
When he first came here I gave a little dinner for him 
because he was so famous, but he just didn’t seem to 
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fit in—if you know what I mean. He was so—so pre- 
occupied. It’s amazing how often a famous man is the 
most awful dud at a party!” 

“And it’s amazing how often the life of the party is 
the most awful dud at everything else,’ murmured Salt. 

“But the point is that I don’t believe Julian ex- 
changed a dozen words with Konradi after that party. 
Did you, darling?” 

“No, I didn’t. But the police, in their generously in- 
clusive way, suspect everyone who was in the building 
when Prickett’s revolver was stolen. Even you, my 
dear.” 

“Me?” The wide blue eyes looked so startled all the 
time that it was hard to tell whether she was really 
surprised or not. “You mean just because I called to 
see you at Southerland Hall before dinner? How per- 
fectly preposterous!” She laughed. It was honest merri- 
ment, not hysteria. 

“Can you prove you were with someone else at the 
time of the murder?” asked Basil. 

“Oh, dear, I don’t believe I can!’’ Her cheeks lost 
some of their freshness. “You see, I only came back to 
New York a few days ago and I’ve been staying at an 
hotel. Julian wrote me when I was in Asheville asking 
me to see him once more and talk things over before 
deciding on a divorce, so yesterday evening I went to 
Southerland Hall on impulse a little after five o’clock. 
Julian wasn’t there at the moment, but the door of his 
office was open, and I left a note on his desk telling him 
that I was going to dine at a little restaurant on York 
Avenue where we used to go last year. He got my note 
all right and reached the restaurant a few moments 
after I did. But it wasn’t any use. I felt then that we 
could never patch things up. I told Julian I would 


EXTRANEOUS? 121 


leave New York Sunday but I wouldn’t tell him where 
I was going, because I didn’t want him tagging after 
me. I never wanted to see him again.” 

“And now?” Salt had drawn her arm through his 
and clasped her hand. 

She lifted shining eyes. ‘“‘Now I’m even reconciled 
to three years in Mexico—heat, dirt, grubby Indians 
and all! I knew that the moment I saw your name in 
the paper this morning and realized what a mess you’d 
got yourself into! 

“We left the restaurant about half past seven,” she 
went on. “I’d promised some friends to meet them at a 
theater and Julian got me a taxi. But it had a blow-out 
on Third Avenue and I couldn't find another taxi 
there. I walked and walked in my high-heeled slippers 
until my feet were nearly dead and some horrid little 
boys yelled at me because I was in evening dress and 
alone.” 

“Moral: don’t desert your husband,” put in Salt. 

“At last I found another taxi, but there was a lot of 
crosstown traffic at that hour so I didn’t reach the 
theater until nine and—I just haven’t any alibi at all, 
have I?” 

“TIsn’t all this rather extraneous, Dr. Willing?” Salt 
lounged on the window seat his hands in his pockets. 
“Our only real contact with Konradi is the fact that my 
office happened to be in the same building as his office 
and laboratory. It’s the same with almost every other 
person under suspicion—Halsey, Feng, and the Prick- 
etts. What connection had any of them with Konradi 
except the fact that their work took them to Souther- 
land Hall Saturday afternoon? Konradi lived a solitary 
life here—the life of an exile. There were only two 
people who seemed to have had any vital relation with 
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him—Gisela von Hohenems and Malcolm Southerland. 
Just what those relations were I don’t know, but I 
expect they involved the two great motives for murder 
—the Freudian motive and the Marxian motive—love 
and money. I suggest you concentrate on Miss von 
Hohenems and Southerland.” 

Amy was surreptitiously admiring the big diamond 
on her left hand. She seemed the image of security, 
economic and personal, as she murmured: “Haven’t you 
forgotten Feng?” 

“Feng?” Salt turned on the seat beside her. “What 
do you mean?” 

“There was something vital between Feng and Kon- 
radi. It wasn’t just that they had rooms in the same 
building.” 

“How do you know? You haven’t been here all win- 
ter! And neither of them was here last year.” 

“IT saw them together Saturday afternoon. When I 
was writing that note in your office, I left the door open 
and I saw Feng and Konradi go down the corridor 
toward Konradi’s laboratory talking together. It wasn’t 
small talk. They were terribly excited and Feng was 
saying something about Southerland. I forget what it 
was but it sounded as if they were all three mixed up 
in something together—something important.” 

“Amy, you’re day-dreaming!” Salt eyed her with 
affectionate mockery. ‘Don’t pay any attention to her, 
Dr. Willing. She’ll be telling you it’s all her woman’s 
intuition next! What possible bond could there be 
among three such men—an American banker, a Chinese 
psychologist and an Austrian bio-chemist? One from 
Vienna—one from Pekin—one from New York. Why, 
they never even met until this winter!” 


CHAPTER NINE 


EXOTIC 


BASIL FOLLOWED the river south in his car. The 
sunlit, tree-shaded lawns and spacious buildings of the 
University gave way to dingy streets without a blade 
of grass to bless them. The narrow houses seemed to 
have been squeezed out of shape when they were built 
so close together. He stopped before a building of 
bilious yellow brick. A fire escape zigzagged past open 
windows that bulged with bedding. On the flat concrete 
stoop a swarm of children played some game that re- 
quired a great deal of screaming. The double doorway 
yawned vacuous and unguarded as the mouth of a cave. 
Beyond a stair mounted steeply as a ladder into the 
gaslit darkness, its treads worn hollow. The plaster on 
the blind, windowless walls was peeling. It had been 
decorated with a dado of lewd pencil drawings at the 
— level of a child’s hands and eyes. 

Basil turned to the children. 

“Does Dr. Feng live here?” 

The screams died away and they all stood staring 
at him. At last one thin little boy answered: 
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“Chink, ain’t he? On de sixt’ floor—right acrost from 
de stairs.” , 

Basil climbed the stairs, passing through a rich 
variety of smells and noises. On the sixth floor he found 
a visiting card tacked to a door and inscribed: “Dr. 
Albert Feng Lo.” His knock was answered by a small, 
middle aged Chinese wearing white flannel trousers, a 
white shirt open at the throat and tennis shoes. 

“Dr. Feng?” Basil introduced himself. “I had your 
address from Mr. Southerland.” 

Feng could not have welcomed his unexpected visitor 
with more composure among the gilded lattices and 
vermilion walls of an old Pekinese palace. “You’re just 
in time to share an early luncheon—or rather a late 
breakfast. Make yourself at home while I get some 
more water from the hall... .” 

Basil glanced about the room. Gas jets were lighted 
for the single window looking upon a narrow shaft left 
the room as dark as if it were underground. It was 
spotlessly clean and frugally furnished—an army cot 
with a folding metal frame; table, chairs and desk of 
deal coated with varnish the color of glue. A Royal 
typewriter stood on the desk; beside it lay a Spalding 
squash racquet and the Sunday Times. Everything in 
the room was purely American except for a panel of 
silk thrown across the center table. It was the purple 
shade the Chinese call “myrtle red.’ Watered in the 
silk were the Eight Famous Horses of the Emperor Mu 
Wang and other symbols. As Basil studied them a fat 
cockroach marched slowly across the Silver Crested 
Love Birds of Conjugal Peace. 

‘A visitor from next door!”’ Feng had re-entered the 
room without making a sound on his rubber-shod feet. 
He nipped the cockroach neatly between thumb and 
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forefinger and dropped it out the window. “Unfortu- 
nately, no matter how clean I try to keep this room I 
can’t clean my neighbors’ rooms as well . . .” 

“If your landlord put running water in the rooms 
they wouldn’t be so hard to keep clean,” suggested 
Basil. “I should think he’d see it’s bad business to let 
the property run down.” 

Feng smiled—a slow, wise smile—as he set an alumi- 
num kettle to boil over a small alcohol lamp. ‘Do you 
know who my landlord is?” 

“No.” 

“Yorkville University.” 

Basil was startled. Was this why Southerland had 
been so reluctant to give him Feng’s address? 

“Theoretically, the University isn’t in business,” Feng 
was saying. “But practically, it’s in a dozen businesses 
—treal estate, utilities, railroads, industrials—every- 
thing. What can it do with an endowment except in- 
vest it in something that will bring in an income? 
Living on capital is bleeding to death, whether you’re 
an institution or an individual. When people give mon- 
ey to Yorkville they don’t give cash as a rule—they give 
stocks and bonds and mortgages. Perhaps you saw in 
the morning paper that Malcolm Southerland has just 
given us a new endowment of $1,800,000.00? Of 
course that doesn’t mean a check for $1,800,000.00 or a 
bundle of crisp new bank notes. It means title to pre- 
ferred stock in the African Mining Company now 
valued at $1,800,000.00. Southerland’s gifts always 
take that form because the bulk of his private fortune 
is invested in the African Mining Company. This house 
and land were part of another estate willed to the Uni- 
versity some time ago. The Dean tells me it is a prof- 
itable investment because taxes are comparatively low 
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on old-law tenements and rentals don’t fluctuate as 
capriciously as the income from stocks and bonds. 

““So—” Feng’s smile broadened. “‘Every time I go out 
to the faucet in the hall for water, I tell myself I am 
helping to finance the purchase of a new microscope for 
the Division of Chemistry or new book shelves for the 
Department of Ancient Languages. . . . You see, if the 
University put running water in every room the prop- 
erty would automatically increase in value and its taxes 
would be assessed at a higher rate. The University 
would have to raise the rents to meet the increase in 
taxes. But the people living here couldn’t pay more so 
they would have to leave and the University might 
have trouble renting rooms in such a neighborhood to 
anyone else at the higher rental. The trustees argue 
that the University can’t afford to take such a financial 
risk at the present time and that even if they could it 
wouldn’t benefit the people living here.” 

“But why should you live here?” 

“Why shouldn’t I? At Yorkville visiting professors 
aren’t given rooms rent free. I’m sending every penny 
I can spare to China to buy guns and planes. It’s the 
only thing a man of my age can do. I have an office in 
Southerland Hall for receiving students—it doesn’t 
matter where I sleep and eat. Our poor people in China 
would regard a faucet on each floor for a dozen 
families as the last word in modern convenience. .. . 
I think the kettle is boiling now.” 

Feng set the center table with a bowl of salad and a 
plate of bread and butter before he poured the tea. 

“Green tea! All the way from China?” 

“No, I got it at Macy’s.” Feng was blandly innocent 
of any incongruity. ‘““The water should be boiled in an 
iron pot to bring out the flavor, but I can’t get an iron 
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pot in New York so I add a pinch of salt to the water. 
That does almost as well. Won’t you join me?” 

“Thanks, but I had a late breakfast.” 

The smile disappeared. “So you suspect me of mur- 
dering Dr. Konradi?” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“I have read that police investigators do not eat or 
drink with those whom they suspect.” 

“And you think I am a police investigator?” 

“My dear Dr. Willing! You forget that I’m a profes- 
sor of abnormal psychology. I’ve read all your books on 
criminal insanity with the greatest interest and of course 
I know that you’re a medical assistant to the district 
attorney of New York.” 

“The western mind just doesn’t associate abnormal 
psychology with the Chinese,” admitted Basil. 

“You've been told too often that psycho-neuroses are 
due to the strain of your western industrial civiliza- 
tion,” said Feng. “But it isn’t true. I could show you 
agrarian villages in the heart of China with as ripe a 
crop of psycho-neuroses as any in New York or Chicago. 
And yet there are almost no qualified psychiatrists in 
Asia. That’s why I specialized in abnormal psychology. 
I had hoped to train young men to meet that need. But 
now—” He shrugged. “My best students are dead... . 
You see, Dr. Willing, all my interests are in China. Why 
should I be suspected of killing anyone as foreign to me 
as poor Konradi?” 

“Was he entirely foreign to you? We’ve been told 
that you knew Konradi rather well. You were seen 
talking to him very earnestly in the corridor at Souther- 
land Hall shortly before his death.” 

“Oh, we used to talk together sometimes.” Feng’s 
eyes were suddenly blank as black marbles. “I suppose 


128 THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


we did look as earnest as conspirators, for our subject 
was serious enough—international politics. Not that 
either of us knew anything about it, but it had been 
thrust on our attention rather forcibly of late and we 
had similar points of view as we were both exiles from 
invasion. Aside from that, our talks were quite im- 
personal. I can’t say honestly that I knew Konradi 
well. He never discussed his private life with me and 
our work lay in different fields. We weren’t even in 
the same department of the University and of course 
we came from opposite ends of the earth. Really, my 
connection with him was so tenuous I don’t believe 
you’d suspect me at all if I didn’t happen to be 
Chinese!’’ He smiled once more. “The sinister Chinese 
is a very familiar figure in your western detective 
stories.” 

“All that was changed when Charlie Chan superseded 
Fu Manchu,” returned Basil. “Today it’s one of the 
rules of the game that the murderer must never be a 
servant, a madman or a Chinese.” 

Feng was still sufficiently Oriental to enjoy playing 
with the edge of reality. “How consoling! But do the 
police realize that this is only a detective story? I’m 
afraid they'll forget that the murderer must never be a 
Chinese when they find that I have no alibi. I got my 
own supper here Saturday evening and ate it alone— 
about eight o’clock. You probably noticed that there’s 
no doorman downstairs—not even a telephone opera- 
tor. In a place like this I can come and go at any hour 
without attracting attention. That’s why I’m taking 
such pains to point out that I had no motive. .. .” 

Basil tried another tack. “Where were you and 
Prickett when you planned the details of the sham 
crime?” 
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“In the psychological laboratory.” 

“Could anyone have overheard you?” 

“The doors and windows were closed.” 

“Did you ever mention the sham crime to anyone 
beside Prickett and Halsey?” 

“Certainly not. Prickett pledged me to secrecy.” 

“Then you and Prickett were the only people who 
knew all the details of the sham crime before the real 
crime occurred?” 

“T'm certain of it. And I should think that would 
eliminate us from the list of suspects.” 

“Why?” 

“According to the papers, Konradi went straight to 
his laboratory last night without pausing to switch on 
the lights in the corridor. But if he had tried to switch 
on the corridor lights and found them dead he would 
surely have suspected a trap and he wouldn't have gone 
on into the laboratory alone. Therefore the murderer 
must have been someone who didn’t know the lights 
would be out of order. Both Prickett and I knew about 
that because it was one of the surprise elements in the 
sham crime.” 

Basil felt that he was dealing with a mind at once 
firm and supple in its grasp of any problem. But it 
was not a candid mind. No question Basil could con- 
trive succeeded in prying any real information from 
Feng. He answered each one fluently and courteously 
—and he said exactly nothing. At last Basil rose to go. 

“Prickett suggested last night that we try a lie- 
detector test on everyone involved in the case. Could 
you take it some time to-morrow?” 

“I’m afraid not.” Feng’s hand slid into his trouser 
pocket and produced a bit of amethyst quartz carved 
to represent a lotus. 
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“Tuesday then?” 

Feng studied the jewel held between thumb and 
forefinger and then smiled disarmingly at Basil. “This 
is what we call a fingering piece. I think we are the only 
people who have evolved an art appealing to the sense 
of touch alone. .. .” He stroked the smooth surface 
of the quartz which looked as if it had been polished 
for generations by sensitive, neurotic fingertips. “I’m 
sorry, Dr. Willing.’ His eyes were on the quartz again. 
“But I must decline to take this lie-detector test—at 
any time.” 

“IT thought you had something to conceal,” said Basil 
without rancor. . 

“But I haven't!’ Feng’s eyes were round with re- 
proach. “‘It’s just that I don’t share Prickett’s trust in 
the infallibility of the lie-detector. I know it’s been 
successful in detecting sham criminals, but that doesn’t 
prove it would be equally successful in detecting real 
criminals. There are some emotional states that can’t 
be reproduced artificially in a psychological laboratory, 
and the criminal’s emotional state is one of them. Prick- 
ett tries to create a criminal state of mind by getting 
his subjects to commit a sham crime. In real life it’s 
the other way round—the crime doesn’t create the 
criminal mind; it’s the criminal mind that creates the 
crime. The sham criminal knows that no matter how 
many unpleasant things happen to him he is in no 
danger of such real trouble as arrest, imprisonment or 
death. Do you think he can experience the feelings of 
a real criminal any more than a rich man’s son who 
takes a job at twenty dollars a week to show how ‘dem- 
ocratic’ he is can experience the feelings of a boy who 
is dependent on twenty dollars a week and nothing 
else? He—” 
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There was a thunderous clatter of feet on the stairs 
outside. 

Feng stepped to the door and opened it a few inches. 

“T must see you, Dr. Feng!’’ Basil could hear a boy’s 
voice shaken by quick, panting breaths. But Feng’s 
figure hid the boy from view. “Something awful has 
happened!” 

Feng stepped into the hall and closed the door, leav- 
ing Basil alone in the room. But he could still hear 
that shaken voice, muffled only a little by the flimsy 
partition. 

“, .. in the laboratory ... just before dawn... 
everyone had gone except one policeman... .” 

Feng murmured something so low that Basil could 
not hear it. Then the boy’s voice rose full of horror. 
“Willing here? Now? My God, I have put my foot in 
itt” 

Basil went to the door and threw it open. 

“Good morning, Halsey. Will you come in here a 
moment?” 

He came reluctantly. Feng followed, closing the door. 

“You snooping police spies are all over the place 
now, aren’t your” 

Feng intervened. ‘“There’s no occasion for rudeness.” 

The boy whirled to face this flank attack. ‘““Through- 
out my life it has been my policy to speak the absolute, 
unvarnished truth in any circumstances!” 

Basil fought a temptation to gas “How long has 
your life been going on?” 

“I’m twenty-one—if it’s any of your business!” 

“Why did you come here to see Dr. Feng?” 

“J” Halsey opened his mouth and closed it. 

“Remember—” Basil smiled. “I’m expecting the 
absolute truth.” 
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Again Feng intervened. “Halsey knows I’m inter- 
ested in the psychology of hallucination—” 

“I’d like to hear Halsey’s own explanation.” 

“That’s right!” Halsey looked gratefully at Feng. 
“He’s a hound for hallucinations and I’ve just found a 
pippin for him. Ezra—the janitor at Southerland Hall 
—thinks Konradi’s ghost walked last night. Swears he 
heard the noise of a typewriter in Konradi’s laboratory 
after everyone had gone, though all the doors were 
locked and there was a policeman on guard at the en- 
trance. It’s obviously an auditory hallucination and I 
thought it might interest Dr. Feng.” 

“But it never occurred to-you that it might interest 
me?” 

Halsey surveyed him uneasily. ““What do you mean?” 

“You said you’d put your foot in it when you heard 
I was here. It almost sounded as if you didn’t want me 
to hear about this—hallucination.” 

“How could that be? You were sure to hear about it 
anyway. It’s all over the college.” 

“Then it was something else you wanted to hide? 
Your own interest in the hallucination, perhaps?” 

“Why should I want to hide that from you or any- 
body?” 

“Just what I was wondering.” Basil studied the 
sulky, young face until a slow, red flush darkened it. 
“Why should a student of psychology be so frightened 
by an auditory hallucination?” 

“T’m not frightened!” 

“And why did you come to Dr. Feng instead of Dr. 
Prickett?” 

“Abnormal psychology is Dr. Feng’s subject. Halluci- 
nations don’t interest Prickett much.” 
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Basil rose. “I’m driving back to the University. Can 
I give you a lift? Or are you at home now?” 

“T’m still at the Dean’s. I’m perfectly able to go 
home and I’d be more comfortable there, but he insists 
on my staying. Says I need rest and quiet. I’m supposed 
to be resting now. I had to sneak out the garden door.” 

“T don’t want to intrude . . .” said Feng diffidently. 
“But I was just going to the University and if there is 
HOOUD 45 ot." 

“Plenty of room.” 

Feng slipped into a light overcoat and picked up his 
squash racquet. Halsey eyed it curiously. 

“Those basement courts at Southerland Hall are hot 
this time of year, sir. Why don’t you try tennis?” 

“Tm not really playing,” explained Feng. “Just prac- 
ticing a few strokes by myself.” 

As the car halted at the first red light, Basil turned 
to Halsey. “How did you happen to lose Prickett’s 
letter of instructions?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“I suppose you followed those instructions to the 
letter?” 

“Sure. Why not?” 

“Did you add any—improvements of your own?” 

“No.” 

“Your memory is quite clear on that point?” 

“I suppose my memory is as good as anybody’s!” 

A green light shone and they sped forward. Halsey 
remained silent until Basil halted the car at East End 
Avenue and 84th where both streets end in a vista of 
blue water as the river flows in an elbow around Gracie 
Point. 

“There’s something I might as well tell you right 
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now, Dr. Willing. I’m not going to take that lie-de- 
tector test Prickett is talking about. It can’t make much 
difference if only one person backs out.” 

“It makes a lot of difference,” retorted Basil. “If all 
suspects take the test, their responses can be compared 
by Crosland’s statistical method. It provides so many 
indications of guilt or innocence for each suspect that 
you can calculate which one is most likely to be guilty 
according to the laws of probability. If only a few sus- 
pects take the test you may pick out a lie here and 
there in an individual’s testimony, but you have no 
numerical basis for a statistical comparison.” 

“Well, I can’t help that. ’'m not taking the test. I ob- 
ject to lie-detectors on principle!” 

“And yet you agreed to be the subject of Prickett’s 
experiment?” 

“He never told me it was going to be a lie-detector 
test!’’ cried Halsey, indignantly. 

“Oh, yes, J remember. You said that last night... . 

Halsey turned his head slowly as if Basil’s intent 
gaze was drawing his gaze against his will. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” His lips 
twitched. ‘““Haven’t I a constitutional right to refuse to 
answer questions—with or without lie-detector trim- 
mings? I won't take that blasted test! Do you under- 
stand? I won't take it!” 

He flung open the door on his side of the car away 
from the curb. Brakes squealed and horns blared. 

“Wotya tryin’ to do, bud? Commit suicide?” shouted 
a taxi driver. 

Basil breathed a sigh of relief as the bare-headed 
figure in the shaggy plaid jacket and crumpled trousers 
reached the curb and plunged under the archway of the 
School of Mines. 


”? 
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Feng got out and closed the door of the car which 
Halsey had left swinging open. “Don’t judge that poor 
boy too harshly.” 

“Poor” 

“He’s an only child. He never went to any sort of 
school or college until he came to Yorkville. He had 
tutors at home. His family is exceptionally wealthy 
and he is exceptionally spoiled. He has no sense of 
other people’s feelings. It’s a sort of moral color- 
blindness.” 

“Would you call it ‘emotional stupidity’?” 

Feng’s eyelids dropped. He said nothing. 

“Why didn’t you want me to drive back here alone 
with him?” 

“You're mistaken. I had no such idea.” 

“Can you tell me how many people have keys to the 
psychological laboratory beside yourself and Prickett?” 

“The Dean, of course, and Ezra, the janitor. Prickett 
sent Halsey an extra key last Saturday so he could enter 
the laboratory during the sham crime.” Feng fingered 
the chromium-plated handle of the door as he had 
fingered the bit of amethyst quartz. ““Thank you for 
the lift, Dr. Willing and—good afternoon.” 

Basil sat still for a moment. He didn’t see the piece 
of paper on the floor of the car until he reached for 
the gear shift and something white caught his eye. It 
was folded twice and soiled along the creases as if some- 
one had carried it in a pocket for several days. There 
was no mark on it except a crude drawing in black ink 
of an apparently meaningless symbol—a cross sur- 
rounded by a circle. The paper was white with green 
lines—exactly like the paper in Konradi’s notebooks. 

Basil knew it had not been there when he drove to 
Feng’s house. Had Feng dropped it? Or Halsey? 


CHAPTER TEN 


EXTRAORDINARY 


AS BASIL CROSSED the campus he found it hard to 
believe that this was the scene of a crime. If there had 
been curiosity seekers earlier they were not in evidence 
now. Swaying branches of elms made a wavering lattice 
of sunlight and shadow on the grass. Pigeons cooed in 
an amorous tremolo on the steps of the library and 
perched on the nymph in the center of the fountain. 
The uniformed policeman basking in the sunshine at 
the door of Southerland Hall looked more like an or- 
dinary patrolman loitering on his regular beat than a 
special guard. 

Basil stopped to speak to him. 

“What’s all this about a ghost, ae Were you 
here last night?” 

“Sure I was and I’m on again to-night.” Grady 
rolled uneasy eyeballs toward the building behind him 
and swallowed. “I just come on about five minutes ago. 
Of course, I don’t believe in ghosts, but when you hear 
a voice like that—”’ 

“Voice? I thought it was a typewriter.” 
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“First a typewriter and then a voice, screamin’ some- 
thing horrible. Honest, doc. I heard him with my own 
ears. 

“How do you know it wasn’t the janitor?” 

“Cause he was standin’ right beside me when it 
happened. He couldn’t sleep last night, he says, so he 
gets up just before dawn and makes some coffee. He 
asks me if I’ll have a cup an’ we was drinkin’ it in the 
basement when we hears this noise upstairs. First tap 
—tap—tap—real quick—that was the typewriter. An’ 
then came the voice screamin’ and screamin’. I was 
that upset I dropped my cup an’ broke it. We run up- 
stairs together—Ezra an’ me—an’—” Grady swallowed 
again—‘‘there weren’t nothin’ there. The boys tried 
Konradi’s typewriter for fingerprints this morning, but 
they didn’t find none—except Konradi’s. Then Ezra 
says he won’t sleep here no more an’ I can’t say I 
blame him.” 

“Are you sure the ghost used Konradi’s typewriter?” 

“The sound came from his laboratory.” 

“It’s pretty difficult to identify the direction of 
sound.” 

“That’s what the Inspector said. He had the boys 
try all the typewriters in the building for prints, but 
there wasn’t no prints that hadn’t oughta be there.” 

“Was the front door locked all the time last night?” 

“Well, Ezra had to unlock it when he let me in the 
buildin’ for the coffee an’ it don’t seem worth while 
to lock it again while I was in there. I was only gonna 
be inside a minute an’ I knew I'd hear anyone who 
came in—FEzra’s kitchenette is right at the foot of the 
basement stairs. But I’ll sure see that door stays locked 
tonight!” 

“I wouldn’t if I were you.” 
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“But—” 

“I’d leave it unlatched and watch it from the shrub- 
bery.” . 

Grady’s massive jaw sagged. “You think—he’s coming 
back tonight?” 

“T shouldn’t be surprised.” 

“Would any guy risk comin’ twice to the scene of a 
crime that’s bein’ watched by cops just in order to type 
something?” 

“Perhaps he had some other reason.” 

Basil left Grady staring after him. 

The corridor seemed dark because boards had been 
nailed across the broken window at the end of the jan- 
itor’s passage. But in Konradi’s laboratory there was no 
outward sign of anything unusual. Glass and metal 
sparkled cheerfully in the late afternoon sun. The long, 
stained work bench and the dripping faucet made the 
room as commonplace as a kitchen. The intermittent 
hum of a lawn mower came through the open windows. 
Nothing suggested the ‘mad scientist’? of the movies 
who reanimates corpses with the aid of a few electric 
sparks and a photogenic flask of foaming Seidlitz pow- 
der. Even the typewriter was a standardized Underwood 
machine—desk size and a little shabby—exactly like 
thousands of others in New York offices and workshops. 
The man in shirt sleeves and rubber gloves who busied 
himself among Konradi’s slides and test tubes looked 
more like a graduate student working for a Ph.D. in 
chemistry than a toxicologist of the chief medical ex- 


aminer’s staff examining evidence in a murder case. It. 


was only when Lambert lifted his eyes from the de- 
capitated mouse in his hand that Basil knew something 
was wrong. 

The two men had studied medicine at Johns Hopkins 
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together long before one became a psychiatrist and the 
other a toxicologist. Basil knew that Lambert had a 
tough mind and a thick skin, insensitive to atmosphere 
or innuendo. If anything had disturbed him it must be 
something tangible. Lambert didn’t believe in ghosts. 

“The Inspector’s not here yet,” he said, briefly. “I 
can’t imagine what’s keeping him. He’s an hour late.” 

“I came to see you.” Basil produced his cigarette 
case. “I don’t care what you say about smoking in a 
laboratory. I need this.” 

“Well, so long as you don’t throw lighted matches on 
fie floor<.s: ..” 

Lambert took a scalpel and began to dissect the head- 
less mouse paying particular attention to lungs, stom- 
ach and bladder. 

“We drew nothing but blanks at Konradi’s apartment 
this morning,” he informed Basil. “I went along to 
look for the missing laboratory notes, but there was 
neither hide nor hair of them. Just the sort of place 
where an exile would live—small, furnished suite in an 
apartment hotel on East End Avenue. No household 
gods—no personal belongings. The living room was 
like something from a furniture manufacturer’s cata- 
logue—this set complete for $97.38, with sofa, green, 
upholstered, additional charge of $16.64. There are 
rooms just like that all over the world—Paris and Pekin, 
Athens and Johannesburg, Leningrad and Salt Lake 
City.” 

“Was there a black prystal ash tray?” 

“There was! And a floor lamp with a phoney parch- 
ment shade. Sort of place where they throw in a radio 
with your room and don’t allow children—the apothe- 
osis of the machine age. Konradi didn’t bring anything 
from Europe except a certificate of identification from 
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the Swiss government which he had to use in place of a 
passport. Even his toothbrush was new and bought in 
this country.” 

“A prisoner escaping from Dachau doesn’t carry an 
overnight bag...” Basil’s glance went to the desk 
piled with the remainder of Konradi’s laboratory notes. 
“Find anything there?” 

It was not like Lambert to hesitate. As a rule he was 
too headstrong. But now he paused to choose his words. 

‘When Foyle asked me to go through the posthumous 
papers of the great Konradi I got rather a kick out of it. 
I expected to find something startling and original, like 
the work he did on chemical factors in nervous disease. 
But so far as I can see these notes are simple routine 
stuff. They run from September 15 to February 23, and 
they are concerned largely with a discussion of work 
done by other men in the same field.” 

“What field?” 

“The study of irritant chemicals that cause cancer 
—alum and lead arsenate as possible causes for cancer 
of the stomach, aniline coloring matter as a possible 
cause for cancer of the bladder, carbon monoxide and 
chromic acid as possible causes for cancer of the lungs. 
He was particularly interested in the fact that chromic 
acid—the tri-oxid of chromium—may cause anemia 
and cancer, while ferro-chromium—the metallic form 
of the same element derived from the mineral, chromite 
—appears harmless to living tissue. I gather he had 
some hope of determining the irritant factor present in 
the molecular structure of the oxid and absent from 
the structure of the metal. But I don’t see what bearing 
all this can have on the murder. Nobody’s going to kill 
a man for discovering just which arrangement of atoms 
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in the chromium molecule causes cancer of the lungs, 
and nobody’s going to kill a man for proving that an- 
iline dyes do or do not cause cancer of the bladder. 
Everybody knows that chromic acid and aniline dyes 
are irritating. The only debatable point is the degree 
of irritation. Do they cause cancer or only simple le- 
sions? However you answer that question, it would hard- 
ly be a world-shaking discovery. The laboratory notes 
I’ve read don’t suggest anything worth stealing. ... 

“Of course, it may be I’m just a bottle-washer not 
competent to appreciate the work of genius. I’ve seen 
enough here to realize that Konradi’s laboratory equip- 
ment is to mine what a 1940 Rolls is to a 1925 Ford. 
I haven’t got Southerland and the Mercantile Bank 
behind me—I have only the City of New York, so I 
have to get along with Early Stone Age equipment— 
no micro-balance, no spectrograph, no photo-electric 
colorimeter, ‘no band of music, nossing!’ Let alone an 
electric furnace with amperage stepped up to produce 
high temperatures without wasting current!’’ Lambert 
waved his scalpel toward a squat furnace at the far end 
of the room. 

“That makes it all the more curious,” said Basil. 
“Elaborate equipment and simple, routine experi- 
ments...” His glance wandered toward the book 
shelves. ““No chemical text books?” 

“Not a book in the place except the Manhattan 
telephone directory. And that’s not the only thing that 
needs explaining!” 

“What else?” 

“These mice, for one thing.” 

“What’s wrong with them?” 

“That’s just it. There’s nothing wrong with them.” 
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Lambert turned from the dead mouse on the bench to 
the living mice in the cages. “They've been brought 
over to Konradi’s laboratory from the animal room in 
the School of Medicine almost every day since last 
September. The mice in the cage with the red tag are 
control mice bred selectively for an inherited tendency 
to cancer. According to the tag these were bred for sus- 
ceptibility to cancer of the lungs. The cage with the 
green tag contains ordinary mice. The idea is to expose 
both types of mice to some condition that may produce 
cancer and use the inbred mice as a check on the ordi- 
nary mice in order to eliminate hereditary factors as far 
as possible. I’ve examined all the mice in both cages and 
dissected several of each lot. There’s nothing whatever 
the matter with any of them and yet—Konradi has had 
them in his laboratory for eight months... .” 

“IT suppose whatever chemical Konradi was testing 
proved either harmless or slow to act,” suggested Basil. 

“T might think so—if it wasn’t for this chart busi- 
ness.” Lambert reached for a roll of thick paper on the 
desk and spread it across the work bench. “When you 
experiment with disease in mice you keep their daily 
charts more meticulously than if they were millionaire 
patients in a swank hospital paying you to patch them 
up after their latest binge. But the last entry on these 
charts is dated February 23—two months and nine 
days before Konradi’s death.” 

“Perhaps the charts for March and April were stolen. 


” 


“Konradi didn’t complain about any missing charts, 
did he?” 


“No. But they might have been stolen after his 
death.” 
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“Can you tell me any reason why anyone should wish 
to steal charts recording the pulse, temperature, blood 
count, basal metabolism or what have you of a bunch 
of laboratory mice?” 

Basil shook his head. 

“And can you imagine anything under Heaven or 
above hell that would induce a biologist to stop record- 
ing the condition of laboratory mice for a single day— 
let alone two months—when an experiment was in 
progress?” 

“It seems as if something must have interrupted that 
experiment on February 24,’ responded Basil. 

“Then why did he have the mice brought over from 
the School of Medicine nearly every day in March and 
April—when he was no longer experimenting with 
them?” 

“There’s another question even more curious. What 
has Konradi been doing in his laboratory all during 
March and April? Cross-word puzzles? And just what 
was he doing here at the time of his death?” 

“The worst of it is, there’s no way of finding out.” 
Lambert looked at Basil uncomfortably. “His labora- 
tory notes for March and April are gone. He had no 
laboratory assistants. And his secretary doesn’t know 
anything about chemistry. . . .” 

Suddenly the laboratory was less commonplace and 
the very brightness of the sunshine seemed no more 
cheerful than the brightness of a malicious smile. 

Lambert studied the mice in the two cages. Their 
small, shiny, black eyes returned his gaze with exactly 
the same expression of cool curiosity. “Pity you little 
brutes can’t talk! You were in the laboratory when 
Konradi was shot and you’ve been here every day for the 
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last two months. Whatever he did you saw and heard. 
Whoever stole the laboratory notes you saw and heard. 
Yet even the Inspector can’t make you come clean!” 

“Southerland believes Konradi was studying the effect 
of alum on the stomach,” said Basil. 

“Then why didn’t he use control mice bred for sus- 
ceptibility to cancer of the stomach?” retorted Lambert. 
“These mice bred for cancer of the lungs suggest an 
experiment with carbon monoxide or chromic acid. But 
I can’t find any evidence of it.” 

“What was the condition of the mice in February, 
when the last entries were made in the charts and note 
books that remain?” ‘ 

“He was working on chromic acid then,” answered 
Lambert. “It was too soon to expect signs of cancer, but 
the mice had begun to show a few pulmonary and nasal 
lesions. Now, all the lesions have healed. These mice 
haven't been exposed to chromic acid for a long time.” 

“Did you say nasal lesions?” 

“Chromic acid fumes cause a characteristic lesion in 
the septum of the nose between the nostrils. You find 
it all the time in workers who make pigments or 
batteries or blueprints or anything else that involves 
handling the oxids of chromium. I don’t see why you 
should look so pleased about it! If you had a job 
tanning box-calf—” 

“It fits!” explained Basil. “At last, two pieces of this 
puzzle fit together! Laboratory notes or no laboratory 
notes, you've proved that Konradi was working with 
chromic acid up to the moment of his death. For he 
had just such a lesion. Dalton found it when he ex- 
amined the body. If Konradi had stopped working 
with chromic acid in February, the lesion would have 
healed by this time.” 
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“That only makes it more baffling,’ retorted Lam- 
bert, gloomily. “If Konradi was still at work on the 
chromic acid experiment, why haven’t these infernal 
mice any lesions of the septum or the lungs? Especially 
the control mice who were bred for susceptibility to 
lung irritation?” 

“And why did Southerland suggest that Konradi was 
working on cancer of the stomach?’ added Basil. ‘“He 
must have known it was cancer of the lungs!” 

“Ask me another!’ Lambert looked at his watch and 
began to peel off his rubber gloves. ‘Foyle must have 
forgotten he was going to meet us here.” 

Just then they heard Foyle’s step in the corridor. 

He looked tired. He took a bundle of black cloth 
out of his brief case and dropped it on the work bench. 

“Will you see if that’s human blood?” 

Lambert was indignant. “Do you know it’s after 
five o’clock and I’ve been waiting an hour and a half 
for you?” 

Basil moved to the work bench. “That looks like an 
academic gown.” 

“It is.” Foyle’s voice was as weary as his manner. 
“Worn by the murderer to protect his clothes from 
blood stains. Perhaps that explains why Salt mistook 
the figure in the moonlight for a woman.” 

Still grumbling, Lambert began to soak one of the 
dried blood stains in a solvent for testing purposes. 

“Whose gown?” asked Basil. 

Foyle smiled. ‘“The Dean’s. He kept it in the Ad- 
ministration Building in a locker that was never locked. 
He’s quite upset about it... .” 

“Human blood all right,” Lambert was examining 
a slide under one of Konradi’s microscopes. 

Foyle didn’t seem surprised. 
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“Where did you find this?” 

“In an incinerator—in Garden City.” 

“Garden City! Is that where you’ve been all this 
time?” 

_ Foyle nodded. “One of the German exchange students 

has been living in an hotel in Garden City and com- 
muting to Yorkville. A boy named Kurt Dietrich. He 
committed suicide early this morning—some time be- 
tween midnight and six o’clock. As he always slept late 
on Sundays his body wasn’t discovered until this after- 
noon.” 

“Suicide?” 

Foyle looked as skeptical as Basil felt. “None of the 
details are being given to the newspapers. They’re just 
being told it was suicide with a revolver. The Nassau 
County sheriff says it’s the clearest case of suicide he ever 
saw. The boy was shot with his own gun—Mauser left 
over from the last war that had belonged to his father. 
At least that’s what he used to tell people who asked 
about it. 

“The muzzle was placed between his teeth and the 
top of his head was blown off. But his lips and teeth 
were uninjured so the gun couldn’t have been forced 
into his mouth while he was conscious. There was no 
sign he had been stunned or drugged or bound. They 
couldn’t find any bullet and that worried them at first. 
Then their ballistic man discovered that Germans and 
Austrians often commit suicide with a blank shot. . . .” 

The fresh smell of grass was strong as it cooked in 
the warm sun. The drowsy droning of the lawn mower 
mingled with the call of a robin and the drip of the 
faucet in the sink. But Basil had an irrational feeling 
that these familiar things were false stage effects. Like 
the smiling sunshine, they were part of the world of 
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appearances—a show put on by our five senses to cajole 
us with the illusion that life is not ugly after all. He 
knew too much about the world on the other side _ 
of a microscope to trust that sensual show as an inter- 
preter of nature. Neither did he trust it as an inter- 
preter of the spirit pervading Yorkville University. . 

Foyle was taking a photograph out of his brief case. 
It had a glossy finish as if it were intended for publi- 
cation, but it was no studio portrait. There had been no 
attempt to improve on nature with the aid of soft lights 
and calculated poses. A dried rivulet of blood ran down 
one cheek from the top of the head. 

“Dietrich?” queried Lambert. 

“Yes. I waited until they could get one developed for 
me. 

Basil was studying the smooth, immature face in 
silence. Death had relaxed it and the harsh glare of a 
police photographer’s flashlight bulb had flattened and 
whitened it. But it was the Fra Angelico angel’s face 
of the boy Basil had seen talking to Gisela von Hohen- 
ems the night of Konradi’s murder—the boy whose 
very existence she had denied. 


II 


Henderson Place is an appendix to 86th Street, paral- 
lel with East End Avenue. It ends abruptly at the high 
back yard fences of the houses on 87th. Its double row 
of dolls’ houses face each other across a quiet, empty 
space that knows no traffic beyond an occasional de- 
livery wagon or a family sedan. 

At a time when the smallest shops and offices were 
hanging out signs, For rent—will divide, an enter- 
prising real-estate speculator had turned one of the 
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dolls’ houses into a two-family house and rented the 
top floor to the Pricketts. 

The sun was still shining on the campus, but it had | 
set in Henderson Place leaving the little street to the 
chill dusk of a spring day. The vestibule was so dark 
Basil had to use his cigarette lighter to see which door- 
bell belonged to Prickett. 

The door opened with a mechanical click. As he 
mounted stairs covered with worn linoleum, he thought 
of the Dean’s speech at the Alumni Dinner: We have 
cut the salaries of faculty members to the bone in 
spite of the fact that they are compelled to live in the 
city of New York where living costs are high .. . 

The second-floor hall was even smaller than the hall 
below. A fan of light came through a door standing 
ajar. A small boy with large, serious eyes was swinging 
on the door knob. 

“Mother says you’re just to give it to me. Father’s 
out and she’s busy.” 

“Give what to you?” 

The boy stopped swinging. “‘Aren’t you the man from 
the bill-collecting agency? Mother said it would be just 
like him to come on Sunday!” 

“Will you tell your mother that Dr. Willing would 
like to see her?” 

They stepped directly from the hall into a shallow 
living room cluttered with odd pieces of furniture. 
There was a faded green carpet on the floor and sev- 
eral small rugs scattered at random. Between the two 
windows stood a table covered with a white cloth and 
set for supper. Basil almost stumbled over a pair of 
roller skates in the exact middle of the floor. There was 
no place to sit down. One armchair was occupied by a 
huge sewing bag stuffed to overflowing with socks and 
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rompers; the other by a pile of books. He picked up 
the first volume. Sex Behavior of the Albino Rat, by 
Raymond Prickett . . . Dedicated to Malcolm Souther- 
land, Esq . . . Yorkville University Press ... New 
MOrk;1937. <2 

“Dr. Willing?” Marian Prickett entered the room by 
an opposite door, brushing a damp lock of hair from 
her eyes with her forearm. “You're from the district 
attorney’s office, aren’t you?” 

She looked as old-fashioned as a portrait by Monet 
or Renoir, and for the same reason. Her coloring was 
sentimental and her outlines vague. Her wispy, light 
brown hair turned to a golden mist against the lamp- 
light, but her figure was neglected and shapeless. A 
fresh color came and went in her cheeks, but they 
looked as if there were no bones under the soft, pink 
flesh. 

“You’ve come to see Ray? He’s only just gone out 
to get some milk for baby—he’ll be back in a moment. 
Did you get his telephone message?” 

“No, I’ve been out all day. Did he call me?” 

“Oh, yes! He’s been trying to reach you at your 
home all afternoon. Won’t you sit down? I’m afraid 
things are a little untidy . . .” She snatched a stray 
sock from the floor, stuffed it in the sewing bag and 
thrust the bag into a book case. “Jim, do pick up your 
roller skates and put them in the hall cupboard as I 
told you! . . . Oh, don’t bother to move those books, 
Dr. Willing, .. .” 

“Let me!” Jim cleared the chair by the simple method 
of pushing the books on the floor. 

“You see, I wasn’t expecting anyone here this eve- 
ning—I was just giving baby his bath! Isn’t it dread- 
ful about Konradi? And so awful to think that Ray’s 
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revolver was used! I could hardly believe it when he 
first told me. We had dinner early Saturday night be- 
cause Ray had to be at Southerland Hall by six-thirty 
to prepare things for the experiment. When he’d gone, 
and the children were in bed, I sat here sewing and 
listening to the radio. But I was so tired I fell asleep in 
my chair. That was before eight o’clock so I must have 
been asleep at the time of the murder. I woke when Ray 
came in after midnight and the first thing he said was: 
‘Konradi’s been shot—with my revolver!’ It was like 
something in a nightmare.” 

“If you had let me stay up until eight o’clock Satur- 
day night you’d have had an alibi.” Jim came of a gen- 
eration weaned on radio thrillers. 

“Oh, dear! Do I need an alibi?’ Marian looked at 
Basil helplessly. “I don’t see how I can get one. The 
children were all sound asleep and we haven’t any maid 
at the moment. But I really don’t know a thing about 
Konradi. Why don’t you question that Hohenems girl? 
She was with him all the time and there’s something 
very—well—very foreign about her, if you know 
what I mean. I don’t see how she can afford those 
clothes she wears. I’m sure I can’t afford stockings as 
sheer as that—and yet she’s supposed to be a penniless 
refugee! I wonder if Konradi—but I suppose I ought 
not to say that. I—” 

A sudden splash from the next room was followed 
by the uninhibited yell of a young child. 

“Oh—baby!” 

Marian ran out of the room. A moment later she re- 
appeared in the doorway holding a screaming infant 
wrapped in a bath towel. “You'll just have to excuse 
me. Jim, you can entertain Dr. Willing until father 
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comes. ... 
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Jim assumed his responsibility with the world-weary 
aplomb of a man of forty. 

“Are you famous?” He was visibly disappointed at 
the negative response. “I am. I was in the Journal of 
Experimental Neurology last year. Father got a lot of 
people to swallow rubber balloons. Then he blew them 
up until they burst—the balloons not the people—be- 
cause he wanted to see if the inside of the stomach can 
feel pain. I was one of the people and that’s how I got 
in the Journal of Experimental Neurology. Now I’m 
going to show you something interesting.” 

Jim walked to the center of the room, leaned down 
and jerked one of the small rugs aside. In the carpet 
underneath there was a large frayed hole. 

“Is that what your mother meant when she asked 
you to entertain me?” 

“You are stupid,” said Jim with conviction but with- 
out animosity. “Of course she didn’t. She put the rug 
there so people wouldn’t see the hole.” 

At the sound of footsteps on the stair, he twitched 
the rug back into position and slid into a chair, assum- 
ing an expression of seraphic sweetness. 

Prickett came in hurriedly, carrying a milk bottle in 
a brown paper bag. He was not surprised to see Basil. 

“You got my telephone message?” 

“No. I came to talk over plans for the lie-detector 
test. Will your laboratory be free tomorrow?” 

“Oh .. .” Prickett looked at his son who was listen- 
ing to every word. “Take this milk to your mother, 
Jim,” he said with military sharpness. “And then go 
to your own room. Dr. Willing and I don’t wish to be 
disturbed.” 

“Yes, sir,” responded Jim with flawless courtesy. 
“Good night, Dr. Willing.” 
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Prickett’s gaze followed him with paternal pride as 
he left the room. “I’ve brought Jim up scientifically,” 
he explained. “In him, we have a glimpse of what the 
children of the future will be. . . . Will you have a 
drink? I have some Scotch somewhere around here. .. .” 

He went to the sideboard and opened a door—only 
to be confronted with a glass jar of hard candy, a toy 
railway engine and a baseball catcher’s mask and glove. 
“It doesn’t seem to be here... .” he remarked un- 
necessarily. 

“Never mind,” said Basil. “I’m dining with the Dean 
and I really haven’t time for a drink.” 

“But it must be somewhere. . . .” Prickett was rum- 
maging in the desk. He seemed to be seizing each pre- 
text that presented itself for postponing any talk about 
the lie-detector. 

“Will the laboratory be free tomorrow?” persisted 
Basil. “I could stage the show at my own office, but of 
course your laboratory would be more convenient if 
you really wish to lend it to us.” 

“Here are some cigarettes and—damn!” Prickett 
stumbled over the roller skates. ““This place is getting 
to be a perfect pig sty! Any statistician will tell you 
that a man with my income should never have more 
than one and a half children, but—” he shrugged and 
lit a cigarette. 

“Has it occurred to you that the man you saw in the 
moonlight last night could have been Malcolm Souther- 
land?” 

“Southerland?” Prickett’s astonishment sounded 
genuine. His face was in shadow, but his glasses caught 
the lamplight. 

“He’s tall and large. He wears a hard felt hat. He 
was a track runner.” 
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“It never occurred to me for one moment! I—I’m 
afraid I was—er—a little carried away by the excite- 
ment last night.” Prickett drew on his cigarette before 
he went on. “It seems to me, on sober second thought, 
that it is fundamentally unfair to apply the lie-detector 
to a real crime. Asking suspects to incriminate them- 
selves savors too much of the third degree.” 

Basil could hardly believe his ears. ““Last night you 
said the lie-detector should replace the third degree. 
What’s made you change your mind so suddenly?” 

“I was upset last night. I hardly knew what I was 
saying.” 

“You said among other things that if a suspect re- 
fused to take the test it would be tantamount to a con- 
fession of guilt.” 

“Did I really?” Prickett’s smile was all teeth. His 
eyes were screened by the blind glitter of his glasses. 
“Since then I’ve had time to reflect and I’ve begun to 
realize that things which may be interesting and valu- 
able in a psychological laboratory are not always 
adapted to the conditions of real life. That’s why I 
tried to reach you by telephone this afternoon.” He 
dropped all pretense of dealing with theories and came 
down to facts. “My wife and I have talked over the 
matter carefully and we’ve both decided not to take the 
test.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


EXTEMPORANEOUS 


BY NIGHT the Dean’s house was even more aggres- 
sively quaint than by day. A ship’s lantern hung from a 
staple to the right of the fanlight, casting a golden glow 
on the spotless white door and the blue spruce trees. 
The hall was in darkness. Through the plate glass door 
to the garden Basil could see the riding lights of boats 
at anchor in the river. 

A maid showed him into a drawing room bright with 
flowery, glazed chintz and a driftwood fire. Malcolm 
Southerland was sitting in a winged chair before the 
hearth. 

“Ah, good evening, Dr. Willing!”” His rich voice 
rolled smoothly. ‘““Lysaght told me I might be fortunate 
enough to find you here.” 

“You have something to tell me?” 

“Yes. Would you care to try one of my cigars?” 

Basil shook his head wondering if these were the fa- 
mous cigars which Southerland kept for newspaper 
men. 

“I had a talk with my lawyer this afternoon.” South- 
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erland pared the tip of his cigar with a tiny steel and 
platinum cutter attached to his watch chain. ‘He insists 
that it would be inadvisable for a man in my position 
to expose himself to this lie-detector test which the 
Dean tells me you’re planning. The mere fact that I 
had taken such a test in relation to a murder charge 
would be bad for the reputation of the Mercantile Bank 
if the thing leaked out—and such things always do leak 
out.” 

“Is that your only reason for declining to take the 
test?” 

“What other reason could there be?” 

“That’s what I’m wondering. You know that Dr. 
Prickett and Dr. Feng have also refused?” 

“Have they indeed?’ Southerland’s voice was too 
bland. “That shows psychologists themselves have little 
faith in the accuracy of the test.” 

“Or too much faith.” Basil was watching Southerland 
closely. ‘Have you heard about Dietrich?” 

“Dietrich? I don’t know anyone named Dietrich...” 

“One of the German exchange students you men- 
tioned yesterday. He was shot early this morning—ap- 
parently with a blank cartridge.” 

It was difficult to read the emotion in Southerland’s 
eyes. But there was some emotion there. He was not in- 
different to the news of Dietrich’s death. He frowned at 
the fire and expelled a puff of smoke. Then he leaned 
forward as if he were about to say something confiden- 
tial. But at that moment Dr. Lysaght entered the room. 

“So sorry to keep you waiting, Dr. Willing! I was 
immersed in the proofs of Fascicle 4 Volume II of our 
Anthology of Greek Inscriptions and I lost all sense of 
time. It is rather a job to collect all known Greek in- 
scriptions in one series of volumes.” 
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Basil saw at once why Alan Lysaght had been made 
Dean of Yorkville College. He had a talent for preserv- 
ing the smooth, conventional surface of life that would 
not desert him on the Day of Judgment. His brow was 
broad and noble, his chin square and his wide mouth 
was stamped with the stubborn serenity that _ usually 
means Qu blood. | 

‘All known Greek inscriptions?” repeated Basil. 
“Won't that take a long time?” 

“It can’t be done hastily. We hope that the complete 
anthology may be ready for the printer in about two 
hundred years.” 

There was no hint of twinkle in the Dean’s mild gray 
eyes. But a fine-edged smile curled Southerland’s lips. 

“TI wonder what anthologies were being planned at 
the University of Louvain in 1914?” he murmured. “Tf 
you were a banker, Lysaght, you would hardly be so 
optimistic!” 

A woman in white lace that matched her hair came 
placidly into the room. Southerland rose and tossed his 
cigar into the fire as the Dean performed introductions. 

“Dr. Willing—my wife. . . .” He kept up a flow of 
banalities that made any awkward pause impossible. 
“Quite summery today, wasn’t it? More like June than 
May. I even noticed some buds on the magnolia rose 
bush. Ah, here’s Jan. Will you ring for cocktails, my 
dear boy?” 

The dear boy scowled as he turned to the bell and 
came face to face with Basil. “I didn’t know you were 
going to be here!”’ 

“Didn't your” Basil answered equably as he took a 
cocktail from the maid’s tray. 

“No. Why should I?” Halsey waved her away. 
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“Don’t shove that stuff under my nose! I never touch 
itt” 

“They're quite mild,’ called the Dean from his sta- 
tion by the fire. “Do try one.” 

“Thank you, sir, but I don’t like cocktails.” 

“Noe” The Dean smiled reminiscently. “Your father 
was not so abstemious. I remember one particularly 
poisonous cocktail he invented when I was at Harvard 
with him—Stinging Lizard, I think it was called. I 
know it was a pale green—chartreuse, lime juice and 
absinthe.” 

Something in Basil’s expression seemed to disturb 
Halsey. 

“What are you thinking about?” he muttered under 
his breath. 

“Dr. Konradi’s ghost.” 

“Do you mean to say you’re going to take that seri- 
ously?” 

“T might.” Basil drew a folded slip of paper from his 
waistcoat pocket—white paper marked with faint, green 
lines. ‘Did you drop this in my car this morning?” 

Halsey looked with apparent indifference at the crude 
sketch of a cross surrounded by a circle. ‘““Never saw it 
before. Feng must’ve dropped it. He’s writing a book 
on the psychology of symbols.” 

“Do you recognize the paper?” 

“No. Why should I if it’s Feng’s?” 

Basil had thought the supper party complete. But 
now a slight figure in filmy black slipped into the room 
silently as a moving shadow, and the rather dull domes- 
tic meal in prospect suddenly seemed an occasion 
charged with possibilities as exciting as they were 
vague. 
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“You're late, Gisela,” said Mrs. Lysaght. “But I 
saved a cocktail for you.” 

“Thank you.” Gisela saw Basil and smiled at him 
over the rim of her glass. A quick movement beside him 
drew his attention back to Halsey. The boy was eying 
Gisela as a half-witted child might eye a box of candy. 

Supper was served in a room overlooking the garden 
that sloped down to the river. Mrs. Lysaght allowed 
them to choose their own places at the round table. 
Halsey promptly put himself beside Gisela. Southerland 
watched them with guarded eyes and spoke little. ‘That 
left the burden of general conversation to the Lysaghts 
and Basil. 

On the surface it was all very pleasant and home-like 
and informal without anything to suggest that extraor- 
dinary circumstances had brought them together. Two 
maids served them with a delicious Sunday night’s sup- 
per of cold salmon and cold chicken, hot asparagus and 
hot bread. The Dean strove valiantly to make things 
seem normal and ordinary, but everyone was conscious 
of something abnormal and bizarre under the surface. 
Basil heard it in Mrs. Lysaght’s rather shrill laughter 
and saw it in Halsey’s hot, unsteady eyes. Gisela’s smile 
was too fixed. The Dean was too voluble. Malcolm 
Southerland crumbled bread beside his plate and left 
his chicken untasted. 

Was it simply a case of conventional people deter- 
mined to avoid all mention of anything unconventional? 
Or were there deeper forces at work, patiently building 
a wall of silence around something that the police must 
never learn? There were moments when that reticence 
wore thin. So many avenues of thought led back to 
Konradi—it was difficult to avoid them all. Mrs. Ly- 
saght told a story about some other member of the fac- 
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ulty—only to realize too late that he was a bio-chemist. 
The Dean plunged to the rescue with politics—and in a 
moment someone was talking about the Nazis. Basil 
thought French art would surely be a safe subject—but 
mention of Fragonard’s drawings evoked Vienna and 
the great library where the best of them are stored. Fi- 
nally Southerland began talking about the Packard car 
made to his order last winter. This miracle of engineer- 
ing was an inexhaustible subject. The piston rings alone 
lasted from salad to dessert and with coffee he began to 
consider the more recondite aspects of the carburetor. 

Coffee was served in the drawing room with French 
windows open to the mild spring night. Southerland had 
succeeded in detaching Halsey from Gisela. Basil 
glanced about for her and saw that she was gone. He 
put down his coffee cup and stepped through one of the 
windows into the garden. The moon was full that night 
—round and faintly mottled as a plate of hammered 
silver. It bleached the open stretches of lawn and black- 
ened the shade under the trees. A slender figure was 
huddled against a balustrade above the river. With her 
moonlit face, her shadowy hair and cloak, she seemed 
part of the night, hardly more substantial than the play 
of light and darkness. She heard his step and turned 
her head. 

“T couldn’t stay in there another minute!” 

“Not interested in Southerland’s carburetor?” 

“How can they?” Her eyes were shining as the dark 
water shone when the moon touched the crest of a rip- 
ple. “They've been kind . . . but I wish they wouldn’t 
try to make me forget. That will come soon enough. I 
want to remember and be unhappy a little longer. . . .” 

“Halsey seems determined to make you forget as 
soon as possible.” 
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She shivered in the warm air but she said nothing. 

“How long has it been going on?” 

“Ever since October when Ian first began coming to 
Southerland Hall to help Dr. Prickett.” 

A sudden breeze from the river swept her hair back 
from her ears, exposing the firm young lines of chin 
and throat. Her cloak fluttered like a flag and brushed 
his hand—black velvet lined with silver. 

“Paris?” 

“Vienna.” The bright lining disappeared again as she 
wrapped herself closely in the cloak and leaned her 
arms on the balustrade. ““We who left Austria at the 
last moment were only allowed to take two hundred 
schillings of Austrian money and five hundred schillings 
of foreign money—a hundred and forty dollars alto- 
gether. My father and I had a small sum—a few thou- 
sands in your money. None of our relatives were re- 
maining in Austria. Should we leave the money we 
couldn’t take with us to the new régime? We thought 
not. So we squandered it. Of course it was hard to 
waste money we would soon need for food and shelter. 
But what else could we do? My father bought books 
and phonograph records; I bought clothes. We were 
afraid jewels or anything negotiable would be confis- 
cated at the border. But they could hardly object to our 
taking our clothes with us! Or our books and records. 
The only valuable thing I got was a fur coat which I 
sold in Prague to pay my passage to America. Every- 
thing else was quite frivolous and useless and perish- 
able. The sheerest stockings that run if you look at 
them—the palest suéde gloves that become soiled if you 
wear them ten minutes—the finest handkerchiefs that 
any public laundry will tear to ribbons in the washing. 
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. . . In short, everything that I had never had or ex- 
pected to have after the war when we were all so 
POOR 

“What a very Viennese thing to do! Mrs. Prickett 
will be disappointed.” 

“Mrs. Prickett? What do you mean?” 

“She noticed your stockings and hoped for the worst. 
To the pure all things are impure.” 

“But whom did she think ... Not Konradi!” 
Gisela’s laughter rang out light and clear. “I don’t be- 
lieve he even knew there were stockings sold at such a 
price! I’m sure he would rather have spent his money 
on an improved colorimeter than a woman who de- 
manded such things!” 

A Sound steamer passed in a blaze of lights. They 
could hear the surge and fall of dance music across the 
water. 

“Did Halsey ever show jealousy of Konradi?”’ 

“How could he?” She spoke with unnatural calm. 
“He had no cause for jealousy. The humiliating truth 
is that Franz Konradi scarcely noticed my existence. 
All he cared about was his work. I was no more to him 
than a piece of furniture and much less than a labora- 
tory instrument... .” 

Basil realized how dim the deceptive moonlight was 
when he tried to read her expression. He could see noth- 
ing but the pale contour of one cheek and the glitter of 
her eyes under the heavy shadow of her hair. 

“You don’t believe me? And yet it’s the truth! 
You're as bad as Mrs. Prickett.” 

“Perhaps he loved you without saying so. That can 
happen.” 

“But it didn’t.” 
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“You can’t be sure.” 

“I am sure.” Her voice was low and bitter. “I made 
him kiss me. A kiss doesn’t lie.” 

“Then you loved hime” 

“Perhaps . . .” Her mouth lost shape. She drooped 
against the balustrade, her whole body yielding to grief 
as to a lover. 

This was the moment the Inspector would have 
chosen to ask a great many questions. If you loved 
Konradi, why won’t you help us find his murderer? 
How did you know he was in danger before you learned 
of his death? Why did you deny talking to Dietrich on 
the pathway last night? Do you know Dietrich was shot 
and killed early this morning? 

But Basil was not the Inspector. He found a hand- 
kerchief and gave it to her. 

“T don’t say you'll get over it—but you will.” 

“T never—” The words choked her. 

“Oh, yes, you will!” Her mouth was near and he 
kissed her. The soft shock of her lips scattered his 
thoughts and it was only afterward that he wondered if 
she had ‘‘made”’ him kiss her... . 


As they came through the French window, the room 
looked like a stage set for an amiable domestic comedy. 
Mrs. Lysaght, her profile to the fire, was knitting a 
sweater of jade-green wool with amber-colored needles. 
The two elder men sat facing her as they finished their 
after-dinner cigars. Before the hearth a low table set 
with tumblers, ice, soda and whisky, sparkled invit- 
ingly in the mellow lamplight. Halsey was fiddling with 
the radio. 

“Germany is desperately in need of raw materials es- 
sential to war such as tin and rubber... .” 
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“Will you please turn that off?” cried Gisela. 

Halsey complied with a sullen glance at Basil. Had 
he been looking out the window a moment ago? 

“Highball, Gisela?” Mrs. Lysaght put down her knit- 
ting. 

“No thanks. But if someone has a cigarette—?” 

Halsey’s hand went to his pocket. Basil beat him to 
it. 

“Dr. Willing?” Mrs. Lysaght made a gesture toward 
the table. 

“Thank you.” Basil mixed his own highball. As he 
set down the decanter, Halsey snatched it from him and 
filled a tumbler half full of whisky. 

“Tan!” Southerland was on his feet. 

Halsey met his stare defiantly. 

“Well, why not? I’m getting pretty sick of your lead- 
ing rein!” 

He lifted the glass to his lips. Before he could drink, 
Southerland took a step forward and struck it out of 
his hand. 

It crashed to the tiled hearth. Splinters of glass flew 
in all directions and the air reeked with alcohol. Some- 
thing had gone wrong with the amiable domestic com- 


_edy that should have been played in that lamplit set- 


ting. Something seriously wrong... . 

Halsey, white to the lips, glared at Southerland. “God 
damn you!” he said softly and venomously. He seemed 
unconscious of the blood running down his face. A 
jagged piece of glass had laid open his cheek bone, just 
missing his eye. But Southerland was more shaken than 
he. 

Basil plucked the clean handkerchief from Halsey’s 
breast pocket, sterilized it with whisky and staunched 
the wound. “That'll need three or four stitches.” 
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Halsey turned on him. “I don’t want your help! You 
leave me alone!”’ 

He ran out of the room and they heard his feet on 
the stairs. 

“Will you call Dr. Parrish, Gisela?’ Mrs. Lysaght 
hurried after the boy. 

“I’m extremely sorry, Lysaght,’’ muttered Souther- 
land, his hand at his forehead. ‘““I—I’m afraid I lost my 
temper. It was unpardonable, but please forgive me.” 

“I quite understand.” The Dean was determined to 
pretend that nothing had happened. ‘‘We are all under a 
great strain since the—er—unfortunate occurrence of 
yesterday. If you'll ring for Delia she’ll clean up that 
mess. Please don’t go yet, Dr. Willing. P’ve been look- 
ing forward to a little talk with you all evening. Won't 
you come into my study?” 


II 


To step into Dr. Lysaght’s study was to step into the 
nineteenth century. The most amazing item was the 
velvet carpet—large, vivid pink roses blooming shame- 
lessly against a background of pale turquoise blue, al- 
most as fresh as they must have been sixty years ago. 
Rather grudgingly, Basil recognized that it had a cer- 
tain decorative value in this small, white room with its 
black walnut furniture, inlaid with mother-of-pearl. On 
the mantelpiece stood a pair of candelabra—a fringe of 
prisms hung below the candles and then came bas-re- 
liefs in brass on small marble pedestals. The simpering 
child with the woolly animal that appeared to suffer 
from hoof and mouth disease was obviously Mary and 
her little lamb. But the ancient in small clothes ad- 
dressing two children with congealed ferocity while he 
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carried some sort of stick across his shoulders was not 
so easily identified. 

The Dean’s glance followed Basil’s. “Shouldered his 
crutch and showed how fields were won,’ he explained. 
“They belonged to my great aunt Aurelia and she never 
threw anything away.” 

“Was the carpet hers, too?” 

“Oh, yes. For about forty years she kept the sun out 
of her drawing room so the colors would not fade. Then 
she died and left it to me and—well, my wife doesn’t 
throw things away either.” He sighed as he sat upright 
in a vertical Victorian armchair designed expressly to 
discourage lounging. “Dr. Willing, I think you must 
have guessed the reason I was so anxious to see you 
this evening. I know the police can’t talk freely about 
an unsolved crime to anyone—even to someone they 
have no reason to suspect. But surely you can answer 
this one question: Do you suspect any member of this 
University of murdering Dr. Konradi?” 

Basil stood looking down at the cold hearth with one 
hand on the mantelpiece. Then his hand dropped and 
he turned deliberately toward the Dean. 

“The murderer of Dr. Konradi is someone with an 
academic mind.” 

“Academic?” The Dean caught his breath in dismay. 

“Perhaps pedantic is the word I want. Only a pedan- 
tic murderer would have faked such a perfect text-book 
case of suicide.” 

“But—Southerland says the evidence of suicide 
couldn’t be faked. You can’t fire a contact shot into the 
mouth of an active victim without injuring his lips and 
teeth when you force the muzzle of the gun between 
them. Konradi’s lips and teeth were uninjured and we 
know he was active up to the moment of his death for 
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his body shows no evidence that he was drugged, 
stunned or bound. There’s no doubt that he was killed 
by a contact shot because he was killed by a blank shot 
and a blank shot isn’t fatal unless it’s a contact shot.” 

“Of course that’s what the murderer intended us to 
think—in Dietrich’s case as well as Konradi’s. I think 
the idea of shooting Konradi came to the murderer 
when—” Basil’s eyes wandered toward the French 
windows that led to the garden. They were screened by 
drawn curtains of heavy turquoise damask and those 
nearest Basil were swaying slightly. 

“‘May I close that window?” Without waiting for an 
affirmative, he crossed the room and parted the curtains. 
The window was barely ajar. He opened it and stood for 
a moment looking across the moonlit stillness of the 
lawn to a plantation of trees that shuddered in the wind 
and sent the shadows dancing under their branches in 
shifting patterns that bemused the eye. ... He 
latched the window and drew the curtains before he 
returned to the Dean. 

“T believe the idea of shooting Konradi came to the 
murderer when he heard Prickett firing his revolver dur- 
ing the startle-pattern experiments. As long as Prickett 
was conducting those experiments no one would pay 
much attention to a shot fired in Southerland Hall, and 
if the murderer used Prickett’s revolver, he would not 
have to risk buying a gun that might be traced to him 
afterward. The fact that it was a revolver Konradi him- 
self could have obtained would suggest suicide. 

“That fitted neatly with the fact that the suicide rate 
is high among refugees from the Nazis. Of course, some 
of these refugee suicides are believed to be Nazi mur- 
ders. So much the better. If the police saw through the 
fake suicide, the very fact that suicide had been faked 
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would suggest murder by a Nazi agent and distract at- 
tention from the real murderer. That was his second 
line of defense. 

“When he got that far, I suspect that he did a little 
intensive research on the subject of suicide. With truly 
academic thoroughness, he amassed all available data, 
including those details which so impressed Southerland 
and the medical examiner—possibly because they have 
academic minds themselves. . . . 

“The most useful point the murderer discovered in 
the course of his research was the fact that many Ger- 
mans and Austrians have killed themselves with blank 
shots. If he could kill Konradi with one of Prickett’s 
blank shots he would be spared the risk of buying car- 
tridges to fit Prickett’s revolver. If he could do it with- 
out leaving any evidence that Konradi had been 
drugged, or stunned, or bound, the police would con- 
sider the blank shot proof of suicide because you can’t 
kill a man with blank shot unless it’s a contact shot and 
you can’t kill a man with a contact shot unless he’s 
disabled beforehand. 

“Tt was the murderer who telephoned Gisela von 
Hohenems’ apartment when Konradi was there and 
induced him to return to Southerland Hall at eight 
o’clock—providing that she’s telling the truth... 
In any case, the murderer must have entered the build- 
ing when Prickett was in the basement working on 
the lighting system and the burglar alarm—unless the 
murderer is Prickett himself—for that seems to be the 
only time when there was no one near the front door. 

“When Konradi got there he found his own labora- 
tory door locked and he presumed the laboratory was 
empty. It never occurred to him that the person he had 
come to meet was provided with a key to his laboratory 
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made from an impression of his own key. He unlocked 
the door and stepped across the threshold, groping for 
the light switch in the dark. He must have been think- 
ing that the person he had come to meet was late—and 
that was his last conscious thought. 

“The murderer was waiting in the darkness of the 
laboratory. He had been there long enough for his eyes 
to grow used to the faint glimmer of light from the 
street lamps outside. He could see better than Konradi, 
who had just stepped into the dark room from the can- 
dle-lit hall. The murderer stunned Konradi by striking 
him on top of the head. When Konradi was unconscious 
it was a simple matter to prop him in a chair, place the 
muzzle of the gun between his teeth and aim it at such 
an angle that the explosion from the blank shot would 
pass through his skull at the point where it had been 
struck—thus shattering skin and bone and blood vessels 
and destroying any possible medical evidence of the 
blow that had stunned Konradi. Of course, the mur- 
derer put the gun in Konradi’s hand holding his own 
hand over it when he fired the shot so there would be 
powder burns on Konradi’s hand and fingerprints of 
Konradi’s on Prickett’s gun. Result—a perfect text-book 
case of suicide.” 

It was a long time before the Dean spoke. 

“An unconscious man is so defenseless. ... How 
could anyone be brutal enough . . .” 

“Brutal?” Basil’s smile twisted sourly. “If this mur- 
derer had operated on an international scale, he would 
have been hailed far and wide as a ‘realist’.” 

The Dean sighed again. ‘Are you asking me to be- 
lieve that this . . . realist is a member of the faculty 
of Yorkville University?” 

“Why not? Webster, the Harvard professor, mur- 
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dered to avoid paying a debt. Schopenhauer, one of the 
world’s greatest minds, crippled and nearly murdered a 
woman who was a complete stranger to him, in a fit of 
sexual antagonism. Scholarship doesn’t always mean 
emotional maturity. It . . . What was that?” 

It was a small sound—a muffled thud. They would 
scarcely have noticed it if the house had not been so 
still. As it was they couldn’t identify its nature or its 
direction. 

Basil went to the door first. The lower hall was 
empty and the front door closed. A single light burned 
near the stairs. The other ground floor rooms were in 
darkness. 

He returned to the study and opened the window he 
had shut a few moments before. The moonlit lawn was 
as still and empty as ever. The shadows were still 
treading their formless measure under the shuddering 
trees. He went out on the lawn and looked up at the 
Dean’s house. The upper floors were in darkness, but 
he could see white curtains belling in the breeze. Some 
of the windows were open. 

“What was it?” The Dean was waiting on the thresh- 
old of the French window. 

“T don’t know. Everything seems all right. But— 
there’s something tantalizing about a sound you can’t 
identify . . . especially when it’s nearly midnight... .” 

Southerland had gone and the household was asleep. 
Basil spent some moments trying to discover what Delia 
had done with his hat and coat, until the Dean remem- 
bered that such articles were usually stowed in the cup- 
board under the stairs. 

“Didn’t you say you were at Harvard with Halsey’s 
father?” Basil was near the front door, buttoning his 
coat. ‘““What sort of man is he?” 
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The Dean proffered Basil’s hat and gloves. “The sort 
of man who would invent a cocktail called Stinging Liz- 
ard. He used to boast that his guests could ask for any 
kind of drink in his rooms and always be sure of get- 
ting it, though I believe some explorer caught him out 
once by asking for some brew made from goats’ blood 
in Central Asia.” 

“And yet he’s the President of the Mercantile Bank?” 

‘He inherited the job. Southerland and the other di- 
rectors do all the work—if you call running a bank 
work.” 

“T don’t want to cast any reflections on Yorkville 
. . . but why didn’t this. boy go to Harvard as his 
father did?” 

“I don’t know. Perhaps Southerland recommended 
Yorkville. Or perhaps Ian’s parents chose a college in 
New York so that he could go on living at home. He’s 
an only son and heir and they fuss over him. They tele- 
phoned him three times from Cairo this morning after 
they saw the news of Konradi’s death in the Egyptian 
papers.” 

The Dean paused, frowning, one hand on the door 
knob. 

“I do wish my wife had not chosen this particular 
moment to ask Gisela to stay with us. Of course, we did 
know her in Vienna and it was dreadful for her to be 
living entirely alone after the shock of Konradi’s death. 
. . . Perhaps I’d better let Jan go home tomorrow. If 
a... a situation should develop, his father wouldn’t 
like it at all.” 

“If I were Count von Hohenems I don’t believe I’d 
like it either,’ suggested Basil. 

“You're looking at it romantically.” The Dean’s smile 
was old and tired. “I’m looking at it practically. She’s 
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five years older than Ian. Even ‘matrimonial bargain- 
hunters’ are no longer interested in a coat of arms with 
sixteen quarterings. And Ian is scarcely a matrimonial 
bargain-hunter. .. .” 


Ill 


The moon was at its zenith, drifting through a pool 
of its own light in the cloudless sky. 

As Basil walked down the gravel path, the crunch of 
each footfall sounded unnaturally loud in this still, pale 
empty world. The earth seemed as dead as the moon. 

He passed between chapel and library and crossed 
the quadrangle opposite Southerland Hall. All the 
buildings were dark. He took a short-cut across the 
grass to the campus where he had left his car. 

“Heyl” 

A flashlight blinded him. 

“Oh, it’s you.”’ The voice was relieved. ‘You sure 
had me scared, Dr. Willing. ’m Woodman—night 
watchman. Remember?” 

“Why should I scare you?’ 

“Don’t you know where you are?” Woodman’s voice 
sank to a whisper. “This is the place where I saw the 
murderer running last night after Konradi was killed.” 

“Ts it?’ Basil turned to look back at Southerland 
Hall. Its slate roof was iridescent in the moonlight, 
but the shadows clustered thickly around the ground- 
floor windows. 

“Yes, sir. This is the very spot,” Woodman was say- 
ing. “You see that window that’s boarded up now? 
That’s the window he broke.” 

“Woodman, did it ever occur to you that the man 
you saw was Dr. Prickett?” 
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“But—’ Woodman gasped. “He come up right be- 
hind me a minute later.” 

“Panting, as if he’d been running?” 

“Dr. Prickett’s no killer,” insisted Woodman. ‘“May- 
be he is short an’ thin an’ maybe he does wear a soft 
felt hat, but— My God! Wossat?” 

An inhuman scream cut the stillness, holding a high 
note as persistently and senselessly as a jammed motor 
horn. The two men were half way down the hill before 
it quavered and sank into silence. 

The great front door of Southerland Hall was wide 
open. The corridor was dark and empty. But Prickett’s 
laboratory was brilliantly lighted—all the ceiling lights 
and the big flood lamps Prickett used for taking moving 
pictures. The door was unlatched. ‘The room was empty. 
But there was a smell of fresh tobacco smoke and one 
of the windows on the South side had been raised. 

“I—I don’t get this. . . .” muttered Woodman. 

The strawberries, the Californian sherry and the But- 
terthin biscuits were gone. So was the book and the 
candle. But the other things—the candlestick, the glass 
bowl and ash tray, the wine glass, the Chesterfield 
cigarettes, the matches and the Corona typewriter were 
still on the table. Basil noticed that the typewriter was 
open. His deliberate glance took in two cigarette stubs 
and one burnt match in the ash tray—two more burnt | 
matches on the tiled floor. 

“What happened, Grady?” shouted Woodman. 

‘Basil turned. The massive policeman who had been 
guarding Southerland Hall stood in the doorway behind 
them. 

“I dunno—honest! I left the door unlatched—like 
you said, doc—and then I waited in the bushes—like 


EXTEMPORANEOUS 173 


you said. But nothing happened for a long time. I got 
cramps an’ I pretty near fell asleep. Mebbe I did sorta 
doze like—it’s awful hot in those bushes. Then about 
ten minutes ago, I was suddenly wide awake an’ the 
thing that woke me was the tap-tap-tapping of a type- 
writer—just like last night. The sound was coming from 
this building so I knew somebody had got inside while 
I was sorta dozin’ off like. I thought: ‘I'll just stick 
right here in the bushes an’ get this bird when he 
comes out.’ An’ then’”—Grady paused and swallowed 
—‘“an’ then I heard that scream again—just like last 
night. Don’t get me wrong, doc. I don’t believe in 
ghosts. But that scream—it wasn’t human... .” 

“What was it then?” 

The policeman’s eyes strayed from the moving pic- 
ture camera to the typewriter on the table—anywhere 
to escape Basil’s unsympathetic stare. “Sounded like a 
lost soul cursin’ the devil an’ callin’ on God to let him 
out of hell. You see, doc, I could catch some o’ the 
words tonight, an’ that’s what they sounded like. An’ 
then—nobody passed me. I waited there in the bushes 
beside the path an’ I saw you an’ Woodman go in. But 
nobody came out. An’—there’s nobody here now. . . .” 

“The window’s open,” Basil reminded him. 

He looked at it and gasped. “I left all the windows 
shut an’ latched when I left the buildin’. Of course, I 
don’t believe in ghosts, but .. .” 

Something glittered on the floor. Basil picked up a 
small glass phial. He held it gingerly in his gloved fin- 
gertips to avoid blurring the prints of other fingers and 
unscrewed the aluminum top. Some capsules fell into 
the palm of his hand. There was no label on the phial, 
but all psychiatrists know those capsules. 
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“Do you ever have insomnia?” 

‘“Who—me?” Grady was taken aback. “No, sir! I 
sleep like a top.” 

“And you, Woodman?” 

“I sleep all right. I’ve been working at night and 
sleeping during the daytime for years.” 

Basil smiled as he wrapped the phial in a handker- 
chief and stowed it in his breast pocket. 

“This is the first time I’ve ever heard of a ghost who 
took sleeping medicine. . . .’ Then he added, more 
thoughtfully: “Perhaps you’re ¢ riaht, Grady. Perhaps it 
was a lost soul we heard just now... . 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


EXTERMINATION 


MONDAY’S DAWN was misty, but by the time Basil 
reached his office in the psychiatric wing of his hospital, 
the sun was out once more. 

A messenger from Foyle greeted him with a copy of 
the autopsy report on Kurt Dietrich: 


... We find it difficult to estimate the age of 
deceased. Superficially, his appearance 1s that of a 
boy of eighteen or twenty. But this appearance may 
be explained by the fact that the thymus gland was 
unusually large for an adult, weighing 32 grams 
and measuring 614 inches long, r inch wide and 
rt inch thick. We venture the hypothesis that de- 
ceased was what is known as a thymus type. In 
such cases, the thymus gland of childhood, which 
shrinks and finally atrophies in the normal adult, 
remains as large as ever and its chemical action on 
the body, especially on the face, skin and hatr, pre- 
7 serves a false appearance of youthfulness well into 

the middle age. 
Therefore, we cannot even hazard a guess as to 
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the actual age of deceased. But we may add that 
such a temporal dwarf usually has difficulty ad- 
justing himself to any normal social environment. 
The fact that others regard him as immature long 
after he has ceased to be anything of the sort may be 
a considerable handicap economically as well as 
emotionally. Perhaps for this reason the thymus 
type is not infrequently driven into the criminal 
class where he is generally known by some such 
nickname as “Pretty Boy” or “Baby Face.” ... 


Clipped to the report was an envelope containing a 
hastily scrawled note from Foyle: 


Can you make anything of the enclosed suicide 
note? This isn’t a copy, but the original found with 
Dietrich’s body. The Nassau County people are so 
sure it has no significance they lent it to me with- 
out a protest. The paper ts from Dietrich’s desk and 
the only fingerprints are his. It was written on a 
portable Smith he bought after reaching this coun- 


try. 


Basil examined the enclosure. Even the signature was 
typewritten. 


To those it concerns: 
No one is responsible for this suicide but the 
undersigned. 
Kurt Dietrich 


What could be deduced from such a brief, perfunc- 
tory message? Why had Foyle bothered to send it? 
Basil turned over the sheet of paper and discovered 
something on the other side—a crude pencil outline of 
a cross surrounded by a circle... . 
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On the desk beside the telephone was a loose-leaf 
calendar where he jotted down all sorts of engagements, 
personal and professional. Frowning, he drew it toward 
him. 


Monpay, May 6TH. 

9-30 AM. psych. clinic 

1.00 P.M. Mrs. Denbigh: luncheon 

2.30 P.M. D.A.’s office: Kon. case 

3.15 P.M. hosp: b. of gov. 

4.45 P.M. Tombs: consulta: Dr. Runciman 
Jafke case (prison neurosis?) 

6.30 P.M. Polly: cocktails 

8.00 P.M. Assoc. N. Am. Psychol., Psychia., Neu- 
rvol., St. Regis: dinner 


He tore the page from the calendar and went into the 
outer office. 

“Miss Price, will you please telephone all these peo- 
ple and tell them I can’t come?” 

“But—Dr. Willing—” 

“Ask Runciman to make it Wednesday. I don’t care 
what you tell the others. Then call Dr. Albert Feng Lo 
at Yorkville University and make an appointment for 
this morning at his office in Southerland Hall. And send 
these capsules upstairs for a quantitative analysis.” 

He gave her a small glass phial with an aluminum 
screw top. There was no label. 

He was in the psychiatric clinic half an hour later 
when an orderly brought him a report from the hospi- 
tal’s analytical laboratory. He glanced at it and handed 
it to his chief assistant. 

“What do you make of that?” 

{ “‘Fach capsule contains two and a half grains of 
_ pheno-barbital in powder form. . . .’ Rather large dose 
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for ordinary insomnia. One of your patients been taking 
itr . 

“No.” Basil smiled. “Sleeping medicine is the last 
thing I’d prescribe in this case!” 


II 


Albert Feng Lo greeted his visitor gravely as a fencer 
salutes his opponent at the opening of a match. He sat 
at his desk, his back to the light. Basil facing the win- 
dow had a clear view of the grassy slope crowned with 
trees where the man in the moonlight had disappeared 
the night of the murder. 

“Dr. Feng, I understand that you’re writing a book 
on the psychology of symbols. Do you happen to know 
anything about a symbol that consists of a cross sur- 
rounded by a circle?” 

“Curious that you should ask me that.” 

“Why?” 

“Because Dr. Konradi asked me the same thing in al- 
most the same words the day of his death. He knew I 
was studying symbols and he made me a rough drawing 
of the thing on a sheet of paper torn from one of his 
note-books. I wonder what I did with it?” 

Feng pulled out the drawer of his desk and began to 
shuffle the papers there. 

“Is this it?’ Basil produced the drawing he had 
found on the floor of his car. 

“Why, yes. Did I drop it somewhere? How care- 
less!” 

Or how careful, thought Basil. Aloud, he was asking: 
“Why didn’t you mention this before?” 

“To tell the truth, I didn’t attach much importance 
to it.” 
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“Can it be you share Halsey’s passion for the abso- 
lute truth?” 

“Perhaps I do,” returned Feng calmly. “If everyone 
told the absolute truth on every occasion, life would be 
so much simpler... .” 

“To say nothing of criminal investigation! What did 
you tell Konradi?” 

“There wasn’t much I could tell him. Of course the 
cross in a circle is one of the oldest known symbols, 
found all over the world. The cross represents the four 
points of the compass and therefore earth, space or na- 
ture. The cross and circle combined are supposed to 
symbolize two aspects of nature and therefore any dual- 
ity, including sexual duality, fertility and good luck. 
According to a Chinese tradition, the cross in a circle 
was made first by barbarians far beyond the borders of 
China who scratched it on soft surfaces such as sand- 
stone and clay. When the symbol reached China, long 
before the Han Dynasty, the sculptors of that day tried 
to carve it upon slabs of jade. But they found it too 
difficult to make a curve—let alone a perfect circle— 
upon such a hard surface with their primitive tools. So 
they compromised. They drew the cross and added a 
short, straight line at a right angle to each arm of the 
cross, in order to suggest the surrounding circle they 
could not engrave. 

“That was the first swastika—the hooked cross that 
seems to revolve if you stare at it long enough. It 
spread in many forms to many countries where jade was 
unknown. The Irish shamrock and the French fleur-de- 
lys appear to be derived from it as well as the Chinese 
yin-yang sign. In Sicily and the Isle of Man it became 
the triskeles—a cross made of three or four human legs. 
In Thibet it became a symbol of good or evil according 
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to the direction in which the arms appear to be revolv- 
ing. And in Germany today it has become the haken- 
kreuz of the Nazi Party banner. Perhaps they were 
drawn to it unconsciously because it was a fertility 
symbol. Their cult of a high birth rate as the prelude to 
war has a certain resemblance to the orgiastic fertility 
rite of primitive man which also culminated in human 
sacrifice.” 

Feng ceased speaking and looked down at his hands 
clasped on the desk before him. 

“Then the cross in a circle is really a primitive swa- 
stika?” 

“Precisely.” 

“How many people in the University know that?” 

Feng shrugged. “I don’t know. I believe I mentioned 
it to a number of people.” 

“Where had Konradi seen this primitive swastika?” 

“He said he had found it on a slip of paper in his 
laboratory among his note-books. He had not put it 
there himself and Miss von Hohenems said she knew 
nothing about it. You believe this symbol is related in 
some way to Konradi’s death?” 

“It seems probable.” 

“But couldn’t it be what you call a plant? A mislead- 
ing clue designed to confuse the police?” 

“That would make it all the more valuable.” 

“Tm afraid I don’t understand .. .” 

“A real clue is objective,” said Basil. “Like a photo- 
graph, it’s a product of external circumstances—acci- 
dents of time and space, force and matter, light and 
shadow. But a false clue is subjective. It’s like a Chi- 
nese painting, a product of internal circumstances—the 
imagination and personality of the murderer himself. In 
these days of mass production a button or a cigarette 
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stub found at the scene of a crime can rarely be traced 
to a single individual. But a trick contrived by a mur- 
derer’s mind and executed by his hands must always be 
a clue to his mental processes and manual training. 
Like all creations, it’s stamped with the traits of its 
creator, and therefore it may be a clue to his identity.” 

“T see...” Feng’s thumb and forefinger slipped 
into his waistcoat pocket and the fingering piece of 
amethyst quartz appeared. His nerves were beginning 
to feel the strain of this interview. 

Basil attacked again. 

“Dr. Feng, I have a feeling that something secret and 
unpleasant has been going on at Yorkville for some 
time—something that culminated in murder. That’s the 
only way I can explain the reluctance shown by every 
member of the faculty to help the police. What is this 
secret? I think you could tell me—if you would.” 

“T can tell you nothing.” There was a note of fatal- 
ism in Feng’s voice. 

“Would it surprise you to learn that Prickett, the 
man who first suggested we use the lie-detector test, has 
now refused to take it himself?” 

“T can only suppose that Prickett concluded, as I did, 
that laboratory tests are not always adaptable to real 
life. Prickett has lived so exclusively for his laboratory 
work that this sudden encounter with reality must have 
been a revelation to him.” 

Basil was unconvinced. “I can understand a man of 
Southerland’s stamp declining to take a psychological 
test on principle—or rather on prejudice. But when two 
professors of psychology and a psychological student re- 
fuse to take their own medicine—there’s something 
queer somewhere. What’s the real reason you're refus- 
ing?” 
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“T’ve already told you.” Feng’s voice was so low Ba- 
sil could scarcely hear it. 

‘Everyone says you were a friend of Konradi’s. Do 
you really want the man who killed him to go free?” 

“T don’t believe anyone killed him. I believe he killed 
himself. Doubtless his experience in the concentration 
camp at Dachau undermined his mental health and in- 
duced a melancholia which was intensified by exile un- 
til it led to suicide. I think the exchange student, Die- 
trich, killed himself in the same way after reading 
about Konradi’s suicide in the Sunday morning papers. 
Suicides are always imitative... .” 

Feng’s voice trailed into silence as he saw Basil’s face 
harden. 

“How did you know Dietrich was killed in the same 
way as Konradi? That hasn’t appeared in any paper. 
The reporters were told Dietrich had shot himself— 
nothing more.” 

To Basil’s amazement, Feng smiled and it was obvi- 
ously a smile of relief. 

“TI can demonstrate my answer more easily than I 
can put it into words. Will you come down into the 
basement for a few moments?”’ 

Like the ground floor, the basement was cut in two 
by a central corridor. On the right was the suite of 
rooms occupied by the janitor. On the left were three 
painted steel doors with chromium-plated handles. Feng 
unlocked the third and pressed a light switch. 

They were standing on the threshold of an under- 
ground squash court—a hollow cube with plaster ceil- 
ing, cream-colored concrete walls and hardwood floor. 
There were no windows—the only light came from 
powerful electric bulbs in the ceiling protected from 
stray balls by hoods of wire mesh. The high tones of © 
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ceiling, wall and floor refracted every ray of light with 
dazzling intensity and made the place look hot and air- 
less. But it wasn’t. A moist, unnatural coolness played 
upon their faces. A thick furnace pipe enclosed in as- 
bestos crossed the ceiling at one end of the room. There 
were other pipes less easily identified, with openings 
like ventilators, in the wall near the ceiling. 

Feng closed the door. 

“We are now directly under Konradi’s laboratory. 
Next door under Prickett’s laboratory there is another 
squash court. Between the two is a small room where 
the furnace and the air conditioning machinery are 
kept. Those openings you see near the ceiling are not 
old-fashioned ventilators, but outlets for the air-condi- 
tioning system so that—” 

_ Feng stopped speaking. 

Basil heard Lambert’s voice, remote and muffled yet 
fairly distinct. 

“Were there any prints on the typewriter in Prickett’s 
laboratory this morning?” 

Inspector Foyle’s voice answered: “Just a few old, 
blurred prints of Prickett’s and Halsey’s.” 

“Then Grady must’ve been dreaming. After all, he 
admits dozing.” 

“Yeah, but he says Dr. Willing heard the scream, too, 
and found a little bottle full of sleeping medicine on the 
floor.” 

“Willing dreams all the time!” returned Lambert, 
mixing the finical distaste of a chemist for a psychia- 
trist with the hearty contempt of one old medical school 
fellow for another. ‘“The sleeping medicine might have 
been dropped there days ago without anyone noticing it 
until last night.” 

“We—ell ...” There was the sound of a chair 
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creaking as someone rose. ““You’d better come with me 
now for a last look at Konradi’s apartment. The hotel 
manager wants to redecorate it before he rents it again 
ANG Ge cs 

Foyle’s voice receded. They heard footfalls, the noise 
of a door closing, the click of a key in the lock. It was 
like a radio play with extraordinarily realistic sound 
effects. 

“You understand?” Feng was smiling his slow, wise 
smile. “I came here yesterday afternoon to practice my 
forehand stroke. To my amazement I overheard every 
word of your conversation with Dr. Lambert and In- 
spector Foyle in Konradi’s laboratory—including the 
Inspector’s announcement of Dietrich’s death from the 
same sort of wound that killed Konradi. Perhaps it is 
fortunate that I was alone at the time. .. .” 

“What is it? The air conditioning system?” 

Feng nodded. “Anything that can carry air may 
carry sound—unless elaborate precautions are taken. 
For instance, the air conditioning pipes may be adroitly 
curved to block sound waves or there may be a sort of 
sound filter similar to the Maxim silencer that reduces 
the loud report of a gun to a sibilant whisper. But the 
principles of acoustics are very tricky. Every now and 
then a lecture hall or theater is built only to prove quite 
useless because of an unforeseen echo. Something of the 
sort seems to have happened in this air conditioning 
system—some miscalculation of an engineer—some 
blunder of a mechanic. It may be simply that it was 
difficult to adapt a modern air conditioning system to 
such an old building. But whatever the cause, the fact re- 
mains that down here in this basement squash court you 
can overhear everything said in Konradi’s laboratory 
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directly above it now the air conditioning system is in 
use.” . 

“How long has it been in use?” 

“Tt was turned on May 1—five days ago.” 

“Then anything said in Konradi’s laboratory during 
the last five days could have been overheard by anyone 
playing squash on this court?” 

“I suppose so. I only discovered it yesterday. That 
was the first time I had used the court since April.” 

“Did Konradi know this?” 

Feng shrugged. “I hardly think so. Konradi didn’t 
play squash.” 

“What about the other court under Prickett’s labora- 
tory?” 

“I don’t know. We can test it if you like.” 

Feng switched off the lights and relocked the door. 
The second court was an exact replica of the first except 
that the pipes in the ceiling were at the opposite end of 
the room. They stood there a few moments without 
hearing a sound. 

“I don’t believe there’s anyone in the psychological 
laboratory,” explained Feng. “I'll go upstairs and—” 

Prickett’s unmistakable voice came to them, clear and 
weirdly disembodied. 

“, . . My work will still be experimental. Only I’ll be 
experimenting with consumers instead of rats.” 

“A fine distinction,” murmured Feng at Basil’s ear. 

The child of the future answered his father: “Can I 
have a bicycle and a police dog and an air rifle?” 

“T see no reason—” 

“But you just said we were going to be rich! You 
said they'd pay you three times as much for watching 
consumers as they pay you now for watching rats!” 
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Feng, one hand on the light switch, looked inquir- 
ingly at Basil. 

“You can be noble if you must,” responded Basil. “I 
wouldn’t miss this for anything!” 

“I don’t understand how it happened,” Marian Prick- 
ett’s voice was plaintive and bewildered. “For years and 
years you’ve been trying to get some advertising agency 
interested in your theories, but none of them would 
even listen to you. Why should these Argus people 
come rushing to see you just now?” 

“I see nothing strange about that,” answered Prick- 
ett. “No man can expect recognition immediately, but 
if his ideas are any good at.all it will come eventually. 
The President of this agency has just read my study of 
the Sex Behavior of the Albino Rat for the first time. 
He was deeply impressed with my preface and its dis- 
cussion of the three basic drives—fear, love and anger. 
As he says, fear and love have already been exploited 
in advertising everything from life insurance to toilet 
paper. But what about anger? He wants me to work 
out some method by which advertising can draw upon 
the rich, untapped resources of the third great basic 
drive, anger, which is now running to waste completely 
uncommercialized.” 

“And just for that they'll pay you fifteen thousand a 
year!” Marian sighed the words. “I think I'll stop to 
see Amy Salt on my way home and tell her all about it. 
She’s always been so sympathetic about my living in a 
three-room apartment with three children. . . . That’s 
one thing I won’t have to put up with any longer—dear 
Amy’s sympathy! Ray, if ever we become really rich 
please don’t let me sympathize with anybody who has 
trouble making both ends meet. It'll be all right if I 
snub them and patronize them and insult them. But 
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whenever you see any signs of my sympathizing with 
them—just whisper ‘Amy Salt’ and I’ll remember.” 

“Amy can be pretty poisonous when she’s being 
sweet,’ Prickett’s voice sounded more human than usu- 
al. “But see here—I don’t think you’d better say any- 
thing about this to anybody just yet. Not even to the 
Salts or the Dean.” 

“Why not? It’s all settled, isn’t it?” 

“Ye-es. But I don’t want it talked about. We'd bet- 
ter wait until June when I hand in my resignation. By 
that time all this Konradi business will have blown over 
and the police will have gone.” 

“But—why—what have the police and Konradi got 
to do with us?” 

“Nothing—nothing at all. Only the police are so in- 
fernally curious. . . . I must insist that you don’t men- 
tion this to anyone, Marian. And that goes for you, too, 
Jim. You won’t get that bicycle if you talk... .” 

The voices were farther away—an indistinct murmur. 

Basil looked at Feng. ‘““What day was it that you and 
Prickett planned the details of the sham crime?” 

“May 1.” Feng’s smile broadened. “And we were in 
the psychological laboratory all the time! If Prickett 
had published an account of his lie-detector experi- 
ments he would have solemnly affirmed that there was 
no way the sham criminal could have learned about the 
surprise elements in the sham crime. But actually if 
Halsey had happened to play squash on this court while 
we were talking in the laboratory he would have heard 
the whole thing.” 

“Is any record kept of the people who use these 
courts?” 

“In winter, when there’s a demand for them, they’re 
reserved in advance and the janitor keeps a record. But 
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not at this time of year when most people prefer tennis 
outdoors. I suppose that’s why the flaw in the air condi- 
tioning system hasn’t been discovered by anyone else. 
I’m probably the only one who’s used a squash court 
since May Ae 

Feng turned to the door. As he fingered the gleaming 
chromium-plated handle, he cast a sidelong look at 
Basil. 

“Pretty stuff, isn’t it? And it comes such a long way 
over land and sea before it reaches the American house 
and the American car! That’s what I believe you call 
the romance of business. ‘Romance’ is not precisely the 
word I should use—but possibly I miss some of the 
finer shades of meaning in English. . . .” 


Ill 


Of course there wouldn’t be a record of people using 
the squash courts, Basil’s daemon argued with him as 
he crossed the quadrangle. No murderer with an orderly, 
academic mind would overlook such an obvious clue to 
his identity—if it were a clue. . . . How had he man- 
aged all these maneuvers without leaving a trail? He 
had probably prepared a neat synopsis of the crime be- 
forehand, all divided into heads and sub-heads like the 
redundant summaries that pad out scientific theses. If 
such a murderer were to be caught at all he would have 
to be caught by something that a prim, precise, rational 
mind would not foresee—something erratic, mischie- 
vous and irrational. In one word, something uncon- 
scious. 

Basil stopped at the Administration Building and 
borrowed a telephone to call Police Headquarters. He 
got Foyle’s office and asked for Sergeant Samson. 
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“Could you find out something about the Argus Ad- 
vertising Agency? I’d like to know the names of all the 
directors and stockholders—particularly the big stock- 
holders.” 

In the golden light of a May morning it was hard to 
believe that the University grounds could seem be- 
witched by moonlight. The earthy smells from the 
flower-beds mingled with the salt breeze from the wa- 
terfront. Students going from one class to another loi- 
tered along gravel paths, their heads bare to the sun. As 
Basil walked toward the car he had left on 79th Street 
he wondered if he had been “dreaming” when he heard 
that inhuman scream last night... . 

The ping and thud of tennis balls sounded close at 
hand. He looked over a stone wall that ran beside the 
river and saw a drop of twenty feet to the embankment. 
The University, like some of the apartment houses on 
the river front, had built a series of tennis courts on an 
old pier. An iron fence topped with an inclined border 
of wire mesh was supposed to keep balls from falling 
into the water. Only one court was in use this morning 
and the players were Gisela and Halsey. 

Running and reaching for the ball in the sunshine 
both seemed younger than they had looked last night. 
Halsey’s white shirt was open at the throat, hair tum- 
bled about his flushed face. Gisela’s tennis shoes were 
flat as a little girl’s sandals; her sleeveless white dress 
straight and short as a little girl’s frock. » 

Halsey was a quick, competent player. His boyhood 
had probably included professional coaching and winter 
practice in Florida. Or perhaps he played squash in 
winter—that was always a help with tennis. . . . Gi- 
sela was quick, but she hadn’t enough muscular 
strength for modern tennis. 
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Halsey was serving. He struck the ball at an angle 
that sent it spinning toward the sun. Gisela ran against 
the wind to meet it, dark hair whipping from her brow, 
white dress molded to a figure that was perhaps de- 
ceptively virginal. 

“Oh, hell!” grunted Halsey. 

The ball sailed over the wire mesh and sank toward 
the water. Basil’s glance followed it. He began to run 
down the concrete steps that led to the pier. 

Gisela was at the far end of the court, her face 
pressed against the fence as she tried to see into the 
water. Halsey had just reached the exit of the court 
when Basil met him. The cut on his cheek bone was 
covered with surgeon’s plaster. He looked as if he 
hadn’t slept well. 

“My car’s just above. At the end of 7oth Street. 
Drive over to Konradi’s hotel and get Inspector Foyle.” 

“But—” 

“Tell him there’s a dead body in the river at the foot 
of the tennis courts.” 

“Tl telephone.” Halsey started for the steps. 

Basil’s voice halted him. “Not through the University 
exchange! Do you want to start a panic?” 

“Then I'll walk.” Halsey held out the ignition key 
Basil had thrust into his hand. “I might miss the car.” 

“You can’t. It’s the only one there—a Buick converti- 
ble—black.” 

With a sudden gust of rage, Halsey hurled the key 
down the steps. “If you must know—I don’t know how 
to drive a car! I’ve got to walk!” 

Basil watched him turn on his heel and take the 
steps two at a time. He hadn’t stopped to ask who lay 
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dead in the river. Almost anyone else would have done 
ee 

“What's wrong? Has Ian gone to get some more 
balls?” 

Gisela had come to the exit, racquet in hand. There 
was a faint rose color in her cheeks that made her eyes 
seem darker and more brilliant. 

“Do you mind staying where you are?” 

The color fled from her cheeks. “Something is— 
wrong?” Her lips formed the words almost soundlessly. 

“Stay where you are—please!” 

“No. I’m coming with you.” 

“You'll be sorry.” 

“TI don’t want to be alone. There’s something un- 
canny about this place now—even in the sunlight.” 

A narrow boardwalk ran down to the river between 
two tennis courts like a corridor without roof or walls. 
At the end, Basil found a bit of the original pier— 
thick logs of rotting timber coated with slime. Below, 
he could see a shoulder of rock embedded in mud. It 
seemed almost indecent to catch a glimpse of the naked 
rock under all the artifices of Manhattan Island. The 
river was not beautiful at close range. Half a grape- 
fruit, an empty packet of Camels and the stray tennis 
ball floated on its greasy surface, caught against the 
timber. They made a little gurgling rill in the swift cur- 
rent that flowed around them. And something else was 
caught there. Something Basil had seen from a height, 
though it could not be seen from the tennis courts on 
the same level. 

“Is it safe?” Gisela set foot on the timber. 

Basil blocked the way, hiding the water from her 
view. 
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“You stay here. I’m going out on the pier. But I can 
swim.” . 

He moved cautiously along to the water’s edge and 
bent on one knee. It would have seemed less horrible at 
night or at dawn or even on a dull day. But on a day 
like this—with blue water and white boats and green 
shore sparkling in the sun as if they had been glazed in 
porcelain and the warm, fragrant breath of Spring 
promising new life... . 

21) sie AEs 

Gisela had come behind him without making a sound 
in her rubber-soled shoes. She swayed perilously above 
the water’s edge. He rose and caught her. 

“But why?” Gisela was sobbing. “What had she 
done? Poor Amy!” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


EXPLORATION 


AMY SALT’S body was taken to the autopsy room in 
the School of Medicine for a preliminary examination. 

“No question of robbery,” muttered Foyle, staring at 
the superb diamond on her left hand. 

With the boredom of a man undressing a dummy in a 
shop window, Dalton stripped the body. Dainty white 
satin underwear and frivolous slippers of wine-red liz- 
ard were tossed aside. Amy herself was no longer dainty 
or frivolous. Salt water had darkened hair and soaked 
out the wave, leaving it in tight, spiral curls. All pow- 
der had been washed from her swollen features and 
cherry-colored varnish was peeling in flakes from her 
long, pointed nails. But the tenacious mercurochrome 
red of an indelible lipstick still stained her dry, parted 
lips. Her skin was sticky with brine and a long strand 
of sea weed had twined itself around her neck. Dalton 
flicked it aside with an indifferent hand. Was it only 
yesterday she had seemed so cherished and secure? 

“She looks sort of—surprised,” said Dalton. 

“Deesn’t mean a thing,” answered Foyle. “Those 
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round, pale blue eyes set wide apart made her look sur- 
prised all the time.’ 

“Died some time early this morning. ”” Dalton 
bent over the body. “Say between seven ae ten. I may 
be more definite when I get at the contents of the stom- 
ach. . . . Water in the lungs, so she must’ve been alive 
when she went in the river. But probably not conscious. 

. .” His rubber-gloved fingertips explored the crown 
of her head. “The bone is fractured and depressed 
here.22 45 

“That part of Konradi’s head was blown to pieces,” 
said Foyle to Basil. ‘‘Dietrich’s, too. If you’re right in 
believing the shots were fired-so they would destroy evi- 
dence of a blow, the murderer must have used the same 
blow to fell Mrs. Salt.” 

“Most killers have a favorite method of killing,” Ba- 
sil reminded him. “Just as most boxers have a favorite 
knock-out blow. Any violently emotional act tends to 
become a ritual.” 

“But why didn’t he destroy evidence of the blow in 
Mrs. Salt’s case?’ demanded Foyle. “As it is, we have 
a practical demonstration of your theory about the 
other murders.” 

“We weren’t expected to see the evidence of the 
blow,” responded Basil. “We weren’t expected to find 
the body at all.” He was examining Amy’s jacket and 
skirt of thin gray wool. On the jacket he found what he 
was seeking—a rust mark. “Something heavy—perhaps 
an iron chain—was fastened to her waist. This part of 
the river isn’t called Hell Gate for nothing. Its currents 
are deep and strong and they hold what they have. 
There’s a treasure ship sunk off-shore that no one’s ever 
been able to refloat. . . . Amy Salt would simply have 
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disappeared—if the weight that held her hadn’t worked 
lose. As she’d already deserted her husband once with- 
out leaving an address we’d have thought she’d done 
the same thing again, and so would her husband. Per- 
haps that’s what he’s thinking now. . . .” 

“Unless he killed her himself,” put in Dalton. 

“Nuts, he was crazy about her,” answered Foyle. “I 
never saw a guy more broken-hearted than he was that 
night in the restaurant when she told him she was going 
to divorce him. Besides, she had the dough. He has 
nothing but what he makes.” 

“Does he inherit?” 

“No. I looked up the financial standing of everybody 
in the case yesterday. Nobody had any real dough but 
Southerland and Amy Salt. His is all gilt-edged stuff— 
African Mining Company stock. Boy, what wouldn’t I 
give to have some of that myself! Hers is in her fa- 
ther’s hardware business and it’s all tied up in a trust 
fund that will revert to her brother in Missouri now 
she’s dead without issue. Halsey gets an allowance from 
his father, but he gets no capital of his own until his 
father dies. All the rest are living on salaries, and not 
big salaries either. Feng did have some money but he 
gave it all to the Chinese defense fund when the Japs 
moved in. I can’t see why anyone should kill Amy Salt 
unless...” Foyle turned slowly toward Basil. “Do 
you suppose she was onto something about Konradi’s 
murder? Or Dietrich’s? Something so important she 
couldn’t be allowed to live?” 

Basil frowned. ‘“That seems to be the only motive 
Konradi’s murderer could have for killing Amy Salt. 
But what could she have known? She hasn’t been living 
here since October. . . . She did tell me that some- 
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thing Feng said to Konradi Saturday afternoon sounded 
as if Feng, Konradi and Southerland were all involved 
in some common enterprise. . . .” 

“You’ve no real proof that Mrs. Salt was killed by 
Konradi’s murderer,” interpolated Dalton. 

“No, but I’m morally certain of it. This crime bears 
the same psychological signature as the first. The vic- 
tim is killed when she is unconscious and unable to de- 
fend herself—as Konradi was. The circumstances of her 
life are used ingeniously to disguise the fact of murder 
—as his were. If Amy had just disappeared we'd never 
have been able to prove it wasn’t simply a case of a ca- 
pricious woman leaving her husband again—exactly as 
the murderer hoped we’d never be able to prove that 
Konradi’s death wasn’t just another refugee suicide.” 

“How could a murderer carry a woman’s body down 
to the river without being seen?”’ demanded Dalton. 

“Perhaps she carried herself,” suggested Basil. ‘““The 
murderer who enticed Konradi to Southerland Hall Sat- 
urday night could certainly find some way of inducing 
Amy Salt to walk down to the tennis courts early this 
morning. It must’ve been someone she knew and 
trusted—just as Konradi knew and trusted the person 
who called him on the telephone at Gisela’s apartment. 
Once Amy had brought herself to that old pier it was 
the work of a moment to strike her down, fasten a 
weight to her waist and push her into the water while 
she was still unconscious. A clean, quick, silent murder 
—no scream, no shot, no blood on the murderer’s hands 
or clothing.” 

“But it was risky,” objected Foyle. “Even if it were 
early in the morning, someone might have happened 
along—someone might have looked over the wall and 
seen the whole thing.” 
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“Oh, yes,” agreed Basil. ‘““This murder is more reck- 
less than the carefully planned killing of Konradi and 
Dietrich. The murderer is taking chances now. He’s 
kept his nerve—but he’s beginning to lose his head.” 


II 


Gisela and Halsey were waiting outside in the corri- 
dor with sweaters over their tennis dress. 

“See here, Inspector,” cried Halsey. “I’m going home 
and so is Miss von Hohenems!”’ 

Foyle’s glance measured the boy. “Why?” 

“Do you think we both want to be killed like Amy 
Salt? This place isn’t safe!” 

“Well, as long as you don’t leave the city—” began 
Foyle. 

But Basil interrupted. ‘“Miss von Hohenems will be 
much safer at the Dean’s house than she could possibly 
be alone at her own apartment. If it’s safe enough for 
her, don’t you think it might be safe enough for your” 

Halsey’s mouth hardened stubbornly, but he said 
nothing. 

“Ts there any other reason why you wish to leave 
Yorkville so suddenly?” Basil’s voice was dispassionate 
but his words seemed to infuriate Halsey. 

“Of course not! I’ll stay! But I don’t see the point 
in making so much fuss over the murder of Amy Salt. 
She was an idle, extravagant, empty-headed woman of 
no value to society whatever! I don’t see why we should 
pretend she was anything else just because she’s dead.” 

“So you didn’t like her?” Foyle was interested. ‘‘Sup- 
pose you tell us where you were this morning between 
seven and ten?” 

“Where would anybody be between seven and ten in 
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the morning? I was taking a bath and shaving and eat- 
ing breakfast and reading the morning paper. We 
started playing tennis about quarter of ten.” 

“Why tennis this morning?” 

‘Would you spend a day like this in a stuffy lecture 
hall if you could help it? Gisela looked white as a ghost 
at breakfast and I thought it would do her good to get 
out in the sun.” 

Foyle started forward. “What have you been doing 
to yourself?” 

The boy’s gestures had loosened the top buttons of 
his open-necked shirt. His breast was criss-crossed with 
deep red scratches. They had been treated with iodine 
and they were not bleeding. But they were fresh. They 
must have been made within the last few hours... . 

“Nothing!” Halsey jerked the two halves of his shirt 
together. But not before Basil had seen that at least 
one of the scratches was a series of minute punctures 
very close together, like the scar left on a horse’s hide 
by the rowel of a spur. 

The boy’s face was dark with anger. “Aren’t you 
through with me yet?” 

“No,” said Foyle, imperturbably. “I want you both to 
remain here with Sergeant Samson until we’ve notified 
Mr. Salt of his wife’s death.” He studied Halsey for a 
moment and then added: “I shall ask the medical ex- 
aminer to pay particular attention to any skin or blood 
he may find under Mrs. Salt’s nails. I noticed that she 
wore them rather long and pointed. . . .” 


III 


At the Administration Building Foyle learned that 
Julian Salt had no lectures to deliver on Monday 
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mornings. If he were not in his office at Southerland 
Hall he was most probably at his own home. 

Martha answered the doorbell yawning prodigiously. 

“Mr. Salt? I guess he’s upstairs. I only got here five 
minutes ago an’ I ain’t seen him. But he’s had break- 
fast. I found dishes in the sink. Mis’ Salt? Naw, I 
ain’t seen her either. Her bell ain’t rung once an’ that 
means she’s still asleep. When she’s awake it rings every 
five minutes. Martha, there’s dust on all the rungs of 
these chairs. . . . Martha, this soup is scorched... . 
Martha, fasten my dress in the back and wash your 
hands first. . . . Martha, there’s gin on your breath. 
... T’ain’t gin at all. It’s medicine I takes for my 
heart, but she says it’s gin. I only stayed here to oblige 
Mr. Salt but now she’s back I dunno if I'll stay. She 
needs ten people to wait on her... . 

As they mounted the fifth flight of stairs they heard 
Salt’s typewriter. 

“Let me handle this my own way,” muttered Foyle 
to Basil. ‘It’s no time for kid gloves.” 

“Come in!” The voice that answered Foyle’s knock 
was cheerful. As they entered the living room, Salt 
looked up with a smile, but went on typing until he had 
finished his sentence. The sheet of paper in the type- 
writer was headed: Southerland Archaeological Expedi- 
tion to Rio de Flores—Executive Committee. 

“T’m pretty busy this morning, Inspector. Can’t you 
come back this afternoon?” 

Foyle kept his voice casual. “I’m afraid this can’t 
wait, Mr. Salt. Have you any idea of your wife’s plans 
this morning?” 

Salt looked as if he didn’t know whether to be an- 
noyed or amused. He decided to be amused. “She said 
something last night about going to an employment 
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agency to get a cook and housemaid. But I hardly think 
our struggles with the servant problem can have any 
significance for the police.” 

‘“Haven’t you talked to Mrs. Salt this morning?” 

“No. She was asleep when I got up at seven and I 
didn’t wake her.” 

“Can you think of any reason why she should go 
down to the tennis courts this morning before ten 
o'clock?” 

“Certainly not!” Salt’s amusement yielded to annoy- 
ance. “If anyone was seen down there doing anything 
suspicious before ten you may be sure that it was not 
my wife. She’s never up that early.” He glanced at his 
watch. “‘She’s probably just waking now. If you must 
see her suppose you come back at noon.” 

There was a moment of grisly silence. 

“Mr. Salt, your wife is not here,” began Foyle. “She 


”? 


“But she must be here!”’ insisted Salt. “If you didn’t 
see her downstairs she’s in her own room.” 

“Would you have heard if she’d left the house before 
ten?” 

“No, I’ve been up here ever since eight. . . . What 
is this anyway? Has . . . something happened?” 

Foyle hesitated. 

Suddenly, Salt was frightened. “She must be here!” 

He sprang to his feet and ran to the stairs. They fol- 
lowed close on his heels, but he didn’t seem aware of 
them. On the floor below there was a narrow hallway 
with two doors opposite the stairs. He tapped on the 
first door and listened for a moment. Then he rapped 
smartly. 

“Amy!” 

He opened the door and they followed him into the 
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room. It was large and light and luxuriously feminine 
in hyacinth blue and citron yellow. There was a low, 
wide bed with tumbled sheets and pillows. A white 
satin nightgown lay on the bed in a heap where someone 
had tossed it. On the rug a pair of blue kid mules lay 
heel to toe as if someone had kicked them off hastily. 
But the room was empty. 

Salt ran to the other doors—a dressing room walled 
with mirror, a clothes closet, a bathroom, his own bed- 
room—all empty. He whirled on Foyle. 

“You—you knew!” 

Foyle nodded. 

“Is she—?” 

Their eyes answered him. 

“Oh, God!” He threw himself on her bed and sobbed 
aloud, his cheek against the nightgown she had worn 
only a few hours ago. 


IV 


All that day detectives from the Homicide Squad 
searched in vain for some clue to the murderer of Amy 
Salt. There were no recent fingerprints in the house 
except her own, her husband’s and Martha’s. The papers 
in her desk revealed nothing. No one had met her when 
she walked down to the tennis courts. Apparently the 
University grounds had been deserted until nine o’clock, 
when the first lectures began, and even after nine no 
one had gone near the tennis courts—except Gisela and 
Halsey. No sailor could have seen the pier from a boat 
off-shore because of the mist early that morning. 

After the first few moments Salt recovered his self- 
control. But he seemed too dazed to answer questions 
coherently. All during the examination of the house 
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he remained passive in the living room, scarcely con- 
scious of what was going on around him. He spoke 
only once and that was to Basil when they were alone 
for a few moments. 

“Did she—suffer?”’ 

“No. The blow was quick and she never knew she 
was drowning. She went into the water unconscious.” 

Salt’s eyes turned toward the great window. ““The 
river?” 

eYeS.: 

His mouth twitched. ‘‘She loved the river. That was 
why we took this house. .. .”” His eyes, usually the 
color of smoked crystal, grew dark as amber. “It would 
never have happened if the police hadn’t let Konradi’s 
murderer slip through their fingers! That Inspector was 
on the spot when Konradi was killed and yet he let the 
murderer get away while he was fooling around with 
Prickett and his fatuous lie-detector experiment. Of all 
the stupid, silly, pseudo-scientific hokum . . .” 

At five o’clock, Foyle came back to the living room 
where Salt and Basil were talking. 

“We've found nothing,” he admitted. “But perhaps 
you can help us, Mr. Salt.” 

“Want me to do your job for your” Salt had worked 
himself into a cold and bitter fury. “Just what have 
you been doing to find Konradi’s murderer in the last 
forty-eight hours? If you knew your business you would 
have got him by this time and Amy would not be dead! 
Why didn’t you protect her?” 

Foyle was patient because he had been saying the 
same things to himself. “Have you no idea why Mrs. 


Salt got up so much earlier than usual this morning? 


Or why she went down to the tennis courts?” 
“No.” 
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“Do you think she might have gone there on the 
trail of some clue to Konradi’s murderer?” 

“What utter rot!” cried Salt. “If she were on the 
trail of anything, she would’ve told me. She never would 
have gone there alone.” 

Foyle refused to be perturbed by Salt’s truculence. 
“I’m not so sure. Dr. Willing tells me you took her 
ambitions as an amateur detective rather lightly yester- 
day. You're probably the last person she’d tell if she 
were on the trail of Konradi’s murderer.” 

“Konradi’s murderer!” Salt was in a mood where he 
seized upon anything anyone said as a pretext for rage. 
“Why should Amy care who killed Konradi? Why 
should any of us care who killed Konradi? Good God! 
If Konradi had never come here Amy would be alive 
now! Why did he have to come here? Why should a 
damned foreigner have a job like that when Americans 
like Trevor are wearing out shoe leather tramping from 
one place to another in search of a few days’ work to 
keep body and soul together?” 

“You said yourself that Konradi was exceptionally 
gifted,” Basil reminded Salt. 

“Did I?” He couldn’t sit still. He paced the room 
lengthwise from window to mirror and back again. 
“Perhaps I was wrong. Perhaps Konradi wasn’t so 
exceptionally gifted. He certainly doesn’t seem to have 
accomplished much since he’s been here this winter. . .” 
Salt halted his pacing and fixed his gaze on Foyle. “How 
do we know that the man murdered at Southerland Hall 
Saturday night really was Franz Konradi, the famous 
Austrian bio-chemist?”’ 

Twilight had crept into the room—slyly at first, then 
openly, muting colors, flattening contours and dissolving 
outlines. The Inspector’s face looked lifeless as a papier- 


204 THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


maché mask, the eyes dim hollows without eyeballs or 
lashes. Salt’s blunt profile was just visible, dark against 
the pale, false vista of the mirror. A phantom Sound 
steamer moved silently across the mirror with every 
porthole lighted and vanished into the wall. Basil put 
an end to magic by switching on the reading lamps. 

“What the devil do you mean?” demanded Foyle. 

Salt blinked in the sudden glare of lamplight. Shock 
had destroyed the spurious youth he owed to health, 
exercise and buoyant spirits. His eyes were bloodshot, 
there were pouches under them and his whole face was 
sagging and sallow. But there was vitality in his voice 
—vVitality and pugnacity. 

“Don’t you see it yet, Inspector? No wonder you've 
made such a botch of the whole case!”’ 

Foyle couldn’t be drawn so easily. “I still don’t see 
ates 
“Did anyone in this University ever see Konradi in 
Vienna? No! Are there any photographs of him in news- 
paper and magazine files at the library? No! I took the 
trouble to look for them yesterday and I couldn’t find 
a thing. According to press dispatches, Konradi was 
arrested by the Nazis when they first reached Vienna 
and sent to a concentration camp at Dachau in Bavaria. 
That’s the last thing we know positively about the 
real Konradi. . . . The man whom we knew here as 
Konradi claimed to have escaped from Dachau. That 
was one way he appealed to our facile sympathy. But it 
was also the way he first roused my suspicion. Have you 
ever heard of anyone escaping from a Nazi concentration 
camp? I never have! Konradi was a Jew and Jewish 
prisoners are segregated and watched more closely than 
the others. At Dachau there is a high wall, a ring of 
barbed wire and a ring of electrified wire guarded by 
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machine-gun squads. Will you tell me how anyone could 
get through that?” 

“Then,” Foyle groped for words. ‘““Who was the man 
who lived here all winter and spring as Konradi?” 

“Suppose the real Konradi died at Dachau as so many 
prisoners do. Couldn’t the Nazis have allowed one of 
their own men to ‘escape’ and come over here posing as 
Konradi? Could there be any better way to introduce 
a Nazi agent into this country? A refugee from the 
Nazis would be welcomed without suspicion every- 
where! It would be far easier for him to obtain infor- 
mation than for an avowed Nazi to do so. At Yorkville 
in particular a great many significant facts about indus- 
trial conditions and rearmament might be learned 
through Malcolm Southerland and the Mercantile Bank. 
Southerland would say things to a foreign professor of 
bio-chemistry that he wouldn’t think of saying to a 
foreign banker. 

“Of course, the false Konradi would have to know 
enough chemistry to pass as a chemist superficially. But 
it wouldn’t be possible to get a chemist of the real 
Konradi’s standing and ability to take such a dirty 
job, so he couldn’t carry on the real Konradi’s experi- 
ments and he wouldn’t dare to have a laboratory assist- 
ant who might see through his pretensions. He couldn’t 
even risk having a secretary conversant with _bio- 
chemistry. He would certainly take pains to avoid his 
former students and the other bio-chemists at Yorkville. 
He might even pretend that his laboratory notes had 
been mislaid or stolen in order to delay publication of 
his researches and postpone the moment when he would 
have to reveal his relative incompetence. 

“He’d have to have some rough resemblance to the 
real Konradi in height and coloring. Then if he hap- 
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pened to meet any old friends in America he could 
claim that experiences at Dachau had altered his ap- 
pearance. The man we knew as Konradi need not have 
been a Jew. He was dark and aquiline but no more so 
than many people who are not Jews. He had a few 
startlingly white hairs that stood out like silver wires 
against the dark brown of his other hair. That might be 
due to shock—but it might also be due to artificial 
bleaching. He spoke German like a Styrian and Styria 
was one of the pro-Nazi provinces of Austria... . 

‘“Doesn’t this theory explain a lot of things that need 
explaining? Things that can’t be explained in any other 
way? Why was Konradi never seen with other German 
and Austrian refugees? Because he was afraid of meet- 
ing someone who had known the real Konradi in Vien- 
na. Why did he destroy all the letters he got from Aus- 
tria and Germany? Was it really to protect anti-Nazi 
friends in the Reich as he claimed? Or was it because 
those letters were highly confidential communications 
from officers of the Nazi Party? Why was he always soli- 
tary and preoccupied and apprehensive? Because he was 
playing a damned dangerous game and he knew it. 
Why was he alarmed when he saw Prickett’s absurd 
letter to Halsey about the sham crime? Because such 
a phrase as ‘murderer for Group No. 1’ wouldn’t sound 
absurd to a Nazi agent. It would suggest some anti- 
Nazi terrorist organization such as the R.V.R. that’s 
pledged to murder every member of the firing squad 
that shot Roehm... .” 

Salt sank into a chair. He was shivering with excite- 
ment. 

“It does explain things. . . .” admitted Foyle, sober- 
ly. “There were no marks of flogging on Konradi’s 
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body. If he were a Nazi agent allowed to ‘escape’ from 
Dachau, that’s easily understood. But if he were really 
a prisoner at Dachau, it seems inexplicable. . . .” 

“There are two things you haven’t explained,” put 
in Basil. “If Konradi was not Konradi, who murdered 
him? And why?” 

“There’s only one person here who would want to 
murder a Nazi agent masquerading as an anti-Nazi 
refugee!” 

“Who?” snapped Foyle. 

“Why, the real refugee, of course! Gisela von Hohen- 
ems. No one had a better opportunity to find out the 
truth about Konradi than his secretary, and how would 
she feel if she discovered that he was an agent pretend- 
ing to be a refugee from the Nazis while actually work- 
ing for them. Perhaps she killed Dietrich, too—perhaps 
he was sent here to work with Konradi. . . . German 
exchange students have their own organization, distinct 
from the exchange students of all other nationalities, and 
that organization is in close touch with the Nazi govern- 
ment. No student would be allowed to leave Germany if 
he were anti-Nazi, so Dietrich must’ve been pro-Nazi. 
If Konradi was really an anti-Nazi refugee, why should 
he be killed at the same time and by the same hand as 
Dietrich, the pro-Nazi? But if they were both Nazis, 
it’s only logical they should be killed by the same 
person.” 

“It’s possible,” admitted Foyle. 

“Possible?’”? shouted Salt. “What other explanation 
is there? Amy must’ve worked this out for herself. She 
always liked Gisela and she’d be sure to give the girl a 
chance to clear herself before going to the police. They 
must’ve arranged to meet near the tennis courts early 


208 ' THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


this morning and—” Salt couldn’t finish the sentence. 
“You've got to arrest Gisela von Hohenems. At once. 
Tonight.” 

“We can’t do that,’”’ protested Foyle. ‘““We’ve nothing 
ta:go on. 5...” 

Salt turned to Basil. ““Won’t you do something? Can’t 
the district attorney’s office get a warrant for her arrest?” 

“Not without evidence.” 

“Evidence!” Salt’s grimace was contemptuous of 
criminal law and its slow procedure. ‘““There’s really 
not much point in prolonging this interview. I’m going 
to engage private detectives. They'll get evidence and 
they won’t be fussy about the methods they use to get 
ee 

Foyle rose. “If you should have any further infor- 
mation or suggestions . . .” 

“Tl save them for the private detectives! Why should 
I work with either of you when you both refuse point- 
blank to arrest the murderer of my wife?’ Salt’s gaze 
shifted to Basil. “You can tell the district attorney that 
as soon as I’ve got a case I’ll put it in his hands. Mean- 
while, I'll thank you both not to trouble me by coming 
here again!” 


Vv 


Night had closed in on the city, bringing a sudden 
drop in temperature. Basil suggested dinner at his own 
home and the Inspector accepted. 

On cold evenings the living room was at its best. The 
warm red of old Italian damask drawn across the win- 
dows shut out chill and darkness. White-paneled walls 
blushed pink whenever the fire quickened its pace. 
In the flickering shadows above the level of the steady 
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lamplight the dream-tiger in the Rousseau jungle paint- 
ing came to life. 

As a rule, Juniper never served coffee in silence. He 
was not a ‘“‘well-trained servant.” He took a craftsman’s 
pride in his cooking and regarded all Basil’s guests as 
his own. If they refused a dish he was passing at table, 
he would pause to explain its ingredients and urge them 
hospitably to try “jes’ one li'l taste.” But this evening 
his blandishments had no effect on Inspector Foyle. 
Meat was eaten without relish and dessert was pushed 
away untouched. And now even coffee was refused! 
Ordinarily, Juniper would have explained that he had 
supervised its blending himself in a small shop on 28th 
Street and that it contained precisely the proper pro- 
portions of Mocha and Mysore. But Foyle’s indifference 
had baffled him so completely that he left the room 
without saying a word. 

Foyle, unaware that he had precipitated a domestic 
crisis, helped himself to a glass of brandy and looked at 
it as gloomily as if it were castor oil. 

“He sure had me fooled.” 

“Who?” 

“Konradi. That afternoon I talked to him on the 
campus. Why, I liked the guy. . . .” 

Basil considered Foyle through the blue haze of an 
after-dinner cigarette. 

“Aristotle said it.” 

“Said what?” 

“There is no drama like a change in fortune or iden- 
tity.” 

The Inspector was not interested in Aristotle. “God 
knows I don’t want to believe Konradi was an impostor. 
But how else can we explain those points Salt raised? 
How was Konradi able to escape from Dachau? Why 
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weren’t there any marks of flogging on his body? Why 
did he avoid other German refugees and other bio- 
chemists on the faculty? Why didn’t he have any lab- 
oratory assistants? Why did he have a secretary who 
knew nothing about chemistry? Why did he stop his 
experiments with those mice? Why did his laboratory 
notes disappear? And what was he really doing in 
March and April? Whom or what did he fear when he 
saw Prickett’s letter about the ‘murderer for Group 
No. 1?’ Why was he always solitary, preoccupied and 
apprehensive? If only we could get hold of someone 
who knew the real Konradi in—’” Foyle turned to- 
ward Basil. “Why, you said you knew him in Vienna! 
Saturday night—I called you on the telephone—you 
were at some party somewhere. You—” 

Basil’s eyes were on the fire. “I heard him lecture 
twice in 1925. I was at the back of the hall near the 
door taking notes. As a student I was paying more 
attention to the lecture than the lecturer. All I remem- 
ber is a well-shaped head and an extraordinarily vivid 
face. The head I saw Saturday night was crushed with 
a frightful wound, the face was blood-stained, still and 
dead. How could I identify him in those circumstances? 
I have no more idea whether or not he was Konradi 
than you have... .” Basil’s voice died away. When 
he spoke again he was thinking of something else. “If 
a man were playing what Salt called a damned danger- 
ous game, he’d avoid entanglements with women, 
wouldn't he?” 

“He might,” said Foyle, cautiously. 

“T’m sure he would,” insisted Basil. “One form of 
excitement kills another. If you watch the gamblers at 
Monte Carlo when they’re playing for really high stakes 


EXPLORATION 211 


you'll notice that they’re completely indifferent to the 
women around them.” 

“But Konradi wasn’t indifferent to women,” pro- 
tested Foyle. “He was in love with Gisela von Hohen- 
ems.” 

“She says he wasn’t.” 

“She does? Then she’s crazy! He said something 
about her when he was talking to me on the campus 
Saturday afternoon. The moment he spoke her name 
I knew he was in love with her.” 

Basil weighed Foyle’s words for a moment. Then he 
tossed his cigarette stub into the fire and rose. 

“Nearly ten o'clock. I must get back to Southerland 
Hall.” 

“Again? Tonight?” 

“Yes.” Basil took a flashlight from his desk drawer 
and tested the battery. “I have a rendezvous with a 
ghost.” 

“You don’t think this—this invisible typist will be 
on the job again tonight?” 

“T’m sure he will.” 

“But why is it so important for this message or letter 
or whatever it is to be typed on some typewriter at 
Southerland Hall?” 

“Partly because the moon is only twenty-four hours 
past the full and there are no clouds.” 

“What’s the moon got to do with it?” 

“Better come along and see for yourself.” 

Foyle looked about the warm, bright room as if he 
were reluctant to leave it. “O.K. But no one in his 
senses would repeat a stunt like that ghost business 
three nights running. . . . I didn’t even leave a guard 
there tonight... .” 
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They went by subway because a man from Basil’s 
garage had picked up his car while they were at dinner. 
On York Avenue he stopped at a small grocery. “I want 
to get some cigarettes.” 

Foyle waited outside until he reappeared carrying a 
large brown paper bag. 

“Just cigarettes?” 

“And a few other things.” 

On the campus, the night seemed to be alive and 
breathing all around them. The leaves whispered in a 
gentle breeze from the west. Every now and then a faint 
rustle that was not from a leaf reminded them of 
humble lives that populated the darkness unseen and 
generally unheard—gulls and rats by the river, spar- 
rows and pigeons and squirrels among the trees, worms 
and insects everywhere. So close to nature it was im- 
possible to feel fear because it was impossible to feel 
isolated. Even the stars seemed to watch them with 
friendly eyes. 

But the moment they stepped inside Southerland Hall 
everything was different. The moon behind them 
limned their shadows on the tiled floor at their feet and 
left the far end of the corridor in half light, still and 
empty. But it was a haunted, indoor emptiness that 
made the Inspector feel something had passed along 
the corridor so recently that if he had only looked a mo- 
ment sooner he might have seen a door closing. And it 
was a concentrated, indoor stillness that seemed to 
quiver with silent echoes of voice and footfall vibrating 
just below the frequency the human ear can catch as 
sound. For the first time Foyle understood why ghosts 
prefer to haunt houses rather than open fields and hills. 

His hand groped for the electric switch. 
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“No lights!’ said Basil. ““And leave the front door 
ajar. Got your keys?” 

He unlocked the door to Prickett’s laboratory. Moon- 
light poured through the east window and cast its image 
on the floor—an oblong of light cross-barred with 
shadow. Methodically, he emptied his brown paper 
bag on the table—a basket of strawberries, a bottle of 
Californian sherry, a box of Butterthin Biscuits, a tin 
of Chesterfields, and an old-fashioned wax candle. 

““Where’s the five bucks?” muttered Foyle. 

“I’m not as extravagant as Prickett—one will do.” 
Basil put the strawberries in Prickett’s glass bowl 
and tucked a dollar bill underneath it. He stuck the 
candle in Prickett’s green china candlestick, and set 
Prickett’s wine glass beside the bottle of wine. Prickett’s 
tin of cigarettes was nearly empty. Basil replaced it 
with the one he had bought. From Prickett’s desk, he 
took some sheets of yellow paper and a pencil. Then 
he carried the Corona portable from the desk to the 
table. Finally, he went to Prickett’s book shelves, took 
down a book and weighed it in his hand. With a shake 
of his head, he returned it and hefted another. 

“Always pick your books by weight?” 

“Invariably!” Basil added the book to the other 
things on the table and stood back to contemplate the 
effect. “Is that the way it looked the night of Konradi’s 
murder?” 

“The ash tray was on the right side of the type- 
writer.” 

Basil rearranged the ash tray. “Anything else?” 

“The book Prickett had was about murder and 
that—” Foyle peered at the title in the moonlight. 
“That’s Locke’s Human Understanding.” 


214 THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


“But the size and weight are the same. That’s all 
that matters.” 

‘““What’s the idea anyway?” 

“You wouldn’t believe me if I tried to tell you. ... 
And now all we can do is to.wait. I think the best 
place is under the stairs. We can take a couple of chairs 
over there. . . 

Foyle’s mind went back to that other vigil he had 
kept under the stairs at Southerland Hall only two 
nights ago. Almost everything was the same—the ill- 
assorted objects on the table in the laboratory—the 
pale moonlight filtering through the front door as it 
stood ajar—the long, dim corridor with its row of 
closed doors on either side. 

The sudden, deep voice of a bell shattered the silence. 
Once again he began to count the strokes of the library 
clock—six—seven—eight. His heart was pounding. At 
that moment he would hardly have felt any surprise 
if he had heard a quick, resolute step. .. . 

But the clock went on—nine—ten. And nothing 
happened... . 

The craving for tobacco gave way to a craving for 
sleep. The moon passed its zenith and the psychological 
laboratory grew dark except for a faint glow from the 
southwest windows. 

“Lissen, doc—why, can’t we smoke?” 

“Better keep our hands free.” 

Suddenly, Foyle was wide awake. Better keep our 
hands free—for what? 

“See here, do you 

He stopped in mid-sentence. The front door was 
opening slowly. He stood up, automatically doubling 
his fists. Then he felt Basil’s touch, light-on his arm 
and Basil’s voice whispering in his ear, paraphrasing 


” 
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his own words: “Suppose you let me handle this my 
own way. It’s no time for strong-arm stuff!” 
Something white was glimmering on the threshold. 
It made no sound as it came toward them. Something 
in its slow, even pace suggested the fatalistic passivity 
of a machine set in motion by forces independent of 
itself. There was no hint of the willful irregularity that 
distinguishes the human from the mechanical. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


EXORCISM 


JUST AS FOYLE decided he couldn’t stand it any 
longer if the thing came nearer, it swerved toward the 
psychological laboratory. 

There was a scratching sound and a match flared, 
clung to the candlewick, wavered a moment and then 
grew steady picking out the bosses of the face above 
and leaving its hollows in shadow. 

“Halsey!” whispered Foyle. “What on earth—?”’ 

The boy wore a pair of loose white trousers—appar- 
ently part of a pyjama suit. His torso was bare and so 
were his feet. But his hands were encased in the same 
heavy gauntlets he had worn the night of Konradi’s 
murder. 

The match fell from his listless fingers to the floor. 
The little flame crept along the match stick until it 
licked the sole of his bare foot. But he did not wince, 
or move his foot away. 

Once again a candle flame stood straight as a spear 
in the still air of the laboratory and Halsey’s shadow 
towered monstrously against the distempered wall, 
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moving only when he moved. Once again he gravely 
sipped a glass of sherry and ate strawberries one by 
one with gloved fingers. When he had finished, he 
pushed the bowl aside. He picked up the dollar bill 
with fingers that trembled slightly and went through 
the motions of putting it in a breast pocket. But as 
there was no breast pocket, the bill fell to the floor 
and lay there unheeded. He lit one of the cigarettes 
from the tin, dropped the match and trod on the flame. 
Then he began turning the pages of Human Under- 
standing, pausing every few moments as if he were 
reading. 

“God!” muttered Foyle more to himself than Basil. 
“His eyes are closed!” 

Halsey held his wrist before his closed eyes—there 
was no watch on his arm. Still moving slowly and 
mechanically he crushed his cigarette in the ash tray 
and lit a second one—dropping the match in the tray. 
The cigarette hung limply from his lower lip as he sat 
down at the table and began to type. His head turned 
toward the open book from time to time as if he were 
copying something. In spite of his gloves he typed 
swiftly by the touch system. 

“He’s doing everything he did Saturday night,” said 
Foyle. ‘““Even the matches—two on the floor and one in 
the ash tray.” 

“Just as I found them last night . . .” added Basil. 

Halsey dropped his second cigarette in the ash tray 
and ripped the sheet of paper from the typewriter. Go- 
ing to the other side of the table, he sat down, picked 
up a pencil and began to mark the page he had typed 
as if he were correcting typographical errors. 

“I’m going in there,” said Basil. “You can come—if 
you like.” 
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“But—” 

“You needn’t whisper. He won’t hear you. He’s with- 
drawn into a world of his own—a safe, subjective world 
where his memory is absolute master and there are no 
intrusive stimuli from other people. He didn’t feel the 
match that burned his bare foot tonight because he is 
reliving the events of Saturday night when he wore 
shoes.” 

Halsey did not look up as they approached. The 
curious scratches on his breast which they had seen for 
a moment that morning were plainly visible now—very 
deep, very narrow scratches parallel with the ribs on 
either side of his chest. His eyes were not entirely 
closed—there was a slit between the upper and lower 
lids where the iridescent white of the eyeballs gleamed 
cold and unnatural. The pupils were dilated, the upper 
lids fixed and unblinking. 

Foyle looked at the paragraph Halsey had typed. 
He had not copied a passage from Human Understand- 
ing; he had typed from memory the same words he 
had typed the night of Konradi’s murder—words from 
the murder story which Prickett had provided in order 
to “intensify the emotional reactions of the subject.” 

Basil faced Halsey across the table. Gently he laid a 
fingertip on the typewritten page and drew it away 
from Halsey. Then he slid a blank sheet of paper into 
its place. The change made no difference to Halsey. 
Gravely and methodically, he went on marking the 
blank page with the pencil in his hand as if he were 
still correcting the typewritten page. When he had 
finished, Basil drew away the blank page and laid it 
under the typewritten page. Then he held them up to 
the light, one over the other, both transparent. Foyle 
felt the skin crawl on the back of his neck. For the 
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spacing of the pencil corrections on the blank page 
coincided exactly with the-position of the errors on the 
typewritten page. 

“How in God’s name did he do that? He couldn’t see 
the typewritten page when he made those corrections 
on the blank page!” 

Basil shrugged. “It may be an abnormally vivid 
visual memory—or it may be something like an after- 
image—you know those visual echoes caused by giddi- 
ness or brilliant light.” 

“What’s wrong with him anyway?” 

Basil made a gesture for silence. 

Halsey had started as if he had heard something they 
could not hear. Now he was on his feet running toward 
Konradi’s laboratory. He wrenched the communicating 
door open. The laboratory was empty. But Halsey faced 
that moonlit emptiness with a look of unspeakable hor- 
ror on his blind face and screamed—an inhuman scream 
that clung precariously to a high note—wavered—and 
fell a long way into silence. 

For a moment he stood still, his gloved fist pressed 
against his mouth. Then he turned and spoke for the 
first time since he had entered the building. 

“H—how did you—get in here?” 

“Why, we—” Foyle stopped. Halsey’s head was 
not turned toward Foyle or Basil. It was bent toward 
the floor as if he could see someone kneeling there. He 
walked deliberately to the nearest switch as if he were 
wading knee-deep in water. He fumbled for the button. 
Every movement was slow and heavy with the conscious 
effort of a man fighting against drunkenness or sleep. 
There was a click—and Foyle blinked as the great 
flood lights in Prickett’s laboratory blazed into being. 
But Halsey cried in a voice that cracked: 
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“The lights won’t go on! Let’s get out of here! ... 
Locked?” He ran to the nearest window and put forth 
all his strength, trying to push it up. The sash rose at 
once but he cried: “I can’t! It’s nailed down!” He was 
gasping for breath and beating his fists against empty 
air. “Let me out! You devil! Do you hear? Let me 
out! Oh, God, I forgot!’’ He sank to his knees with 
a sob. ‘Unbreakable glass in all the ground-floor win- 
dows! . . . What are we going to do? We’re locked 
in with a murderer!” His voice was shrill. “You—you 
won't leave me alone here in the dark?” 

A violent spasm passed through his body. Then all 
feeling seemed to flow out of him. He lay on the floor 
under the window, crumpled and relaxed. His eyes 
closed naturally, his breathing grew slower and more 
regular. He was in a normal sleep. 

“Whew!” Foyle wiped cold sweat from his forehead 
with a handkerchief. ““That was too damned realistic! 
What nowe”’ 

“Let him rest a little while.” 

Basil moved the limp body into a more comfortable 
position and covered it with his own overcoat. His 
fingertips lingered for a moment on the boy’s pulse. 
Then he rose, lit one of the cigarettes from the tin on 
the table and drew on it thoughtfully. 

“Was this Ezra’s ghost?” 

Basil nodded. “Many a ghost and many a werewolf 
is really a sleepwalker. As you said, no one in his 
senses would risk coming back to the scene of a crime 
three nights in succession—but it’s just what a sleep- 
walker would do. I felt sure we were dealing with one 
when I realized that every night Ezra’s ghost had ap- 
peared the moon had been full or nearly full. Most 
sleepwalkers walk when the moon is full. Moonlight 
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shining through a bedroom window seems to provoke 
the transition from ordinary sleep to the hypnoid state 
of sleepwalking just as a bright object may provoke the 
transition from the waking state to ordinary hypnosis. 
That’s why Austrian peasants call it moon-walking. 
When Hitler's mother said he was moon-struck— 
mondstichtig—she meant that he walked in his sleep 
and of course he is still beating his fists against empty 
air and screaming that the lights won’t go on when they 
will... .” 

“How did you know the sleepwalker was Halsey?” 

“Whoever he was, he had been in Prickett’s labora- 
tory last night, so he must be one of the people who had 
a key to it—Prickett, Feng, the Dean, Halsey or Ezra. 
Ezra was out because he was with Grady when Grady 
heard the ghost scream. It couldn’t be Prickett or Feng 
as both sleep outside the University grounds. A sleep- 
walker in night-dress couldn’t walk through city streets 
to the University without being seen and stopped. That 
left the Dean and Halsey, who were both sleeping at 
the Dean’s house inside the grounds each night the 
ghost appeared. 

“The fact that Halsey attended a small university in 
his own city as a day student instead of going away to 
his father’s university suggested some reason for his 
sleeping at home. His horror when he first heard of the 
ghost suggested that he recognized the ghost as him- 
self. His sudden visit to Feng, the professor of Abnor- 
mal Psychology, suggested that he was seeking some 
remedy for an abnormal mental state.,Of course he 
was annoyed when he found me there for fear I would 
put two and two together—as I did. Last night, after 
the ghost visited this room I found all the lights blaz- 
ing, a window open and a disposition of cigarette stubs 
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and burnt matches that corresponded with Halsey’s 
actions here the night of Konradi’s murder. When 
Grady said the ghost had cursed the devil and called on 
God to let him out of hell, I recalled the words Halsey 
had screamed at Prickett the night of Konradi’s mur- 
der ‘You devil!’ and ‘Oh, God! Let me out!’ Then I 
was certain that Halsey was the sleepwalker, re-enact- 
ing a shocking experience as you or I might re-enact it 
in a normal dream without leaving our beds. 

“You see, Ezra was right. It really was a ghost—the 
ghost of a dead experience haunting a tortured mind. 
A shock is an emotional experience you can’t assimi- 
late—a ‘task not yet mastered.’ You keep going over 
and over it in your mind as you go over and over 
French verbs you’re trying to assimilate. If your men- 
tal constitution is weak, you repeat your shocking 
experience in action as well as thought—realistically 
in a sleepwalking state or symbolically in a neurotic 
state.” 

Basil extinguished his cigarette and walked back to 
Halsey. He appeared to be sleeping peacefully now— 
lips parted, one arm under his head—very young and 
defenseless. 

“It isn’t just sleepwalking—is it?” 

Basil looked up quickly. “How did you know?” 

“Why should Halsey want to hide it if it were just 
sleepwalking. That’s perfectly natural. Lots of people 
do it.” 

“And that makes it perfectly natural?” Basil smiled. 
“I’ve often wondered why sleepwalking is the one 
symptom of mental disorder that doesn’t frighten the 
layman.” 

“Is this sleepwalking of Halsey’s a symptom of some- 
thing else?” 
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Basil weighed his response. ‘““You remember Prickett’s 
saying that the various forms of lie-detector are all 
based upon tests first used to detect disease and later 
adapted to the detection of lies?” 

“Sure.” 

“Hasn’t it occurred to you that at least one of our 
suspects might be refusing to take the lie-detector test 
because he feared it would reveal an illness he wished 
to hide? When anyone goes around insisting that he 
always tells the absolute truth, you may be sure he’s 
lying about something. Halsey’s whole life is a lie be- 
cause he is always trying to hide the fact that he is an 
epileptic.” 

“Epilepsy!” The Inspector recoiled from the sleeping 
boy with sudden physical repugnance. “And when I 
first heard he was the son of John H. Halsey I thought: 
‘Boy, what wouldn’t I give to be in his shoes... .’” 

“Property isn’t the only thing that can be inherited 
from a father who makes a habit of absinthe cocktails. 
Alcoholism affects the motor nerves. That’s probably 
why alcoholic parentage is associated so often with 
sleepwalking, epilepsy and sadism—all diseases of the 
motor nervous system.” 

Halsey stirred and opened his eyes. 

“What—where—?”’ 

His gaze wandered around the brilliantly lighted room 
and came back to the two men who stood looking down 
at him. 

“You're in Prickett’s laboratory,” said Basil. 

Halsey looked down at his pyjama trousers and 
gloved hands. His face whitened in the glare of the 
floodlights. The surgeon’s plaster on his cheek bone 
quivered as the cheek muscles contracted. 

“T__I must’ve been walking in my sleep... . 
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“Better put on that coat.” Basil extended a hand to 
help him, but he seized Basil’s arm in both hands and 
clung to it. His lips moved and no sound came at first. 
Then he said thickly: 

“You—saw me tonight? When I came in here? Tell 
me—what did I do?” 

“You repeated everything you did the night Konradi 
was killed.” 

Basil could feel Halsey’s fingers bite through the sleeve 
of his jacket. ‘““And—what was that?” 

“You don’t know?” 

“No!” Halsey shook the arm he held. “I don’t know 
whether I murdered Konradi or not! I don’t remember 
anything that happened Saturday night from the mo- 
ment I entered Southerland Hall until I woke up in 
Salt’s office with the Inspector and Woodman. But you 
must know! You must have seen me go through the 
whole thing again tonight. For God’s sake—tell me— 
what did I do? Did I kill Konradi?” 

“You did nothing to suggest that you had killed any- 
one. That wouldn’t convince a judge and jury of your 
innocence, but it goes a long way with a psychiatrist 
—providing you were in a genuine sleepwalking 
Statens. 

“Thank God!” Halsey didn’t seem to hear Basil’s 
last words. But they startled Foyle. He searched Basil’s 
face with a long, level look. 

Halsey was struggling into Basil’s overcoat. It was too 
big for him so he wrapped it around his body without 
attempting to button it and stumbled to a chair. 

“Suppose we turn off these flood lamps.” Basil flipped 
two of the switches and the white glare of light sub- 
sided to a clear, moderate illumination. 

“And now—” He returned to the table where Halsey 
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was sitting. ‘““What is the last thing you do remember 
just before Konradi’s murder?” 

Halsey helped himself to a cigarette from the tin on 
the table. The flame of the match wavered in his shak- 
ing hand. He dragged the smoke into his lungs with a 
deep inhalation and expelled it before he answered. 

“T was walking toward this building in the moonlight. 
I was pretty excited. Prickett had said the psychology 
of the sham crime must be as much like the psychology 
of a real crime as possible, so I tried to do all the 
things a real murderer would do and think all the 
thoughts a real murderer would think. I put on rubber- 
soled shoes that evening so I wouldn’t make any noise. 
Just as I was starting out I remembered that most 
murderers wear gloves to avoid leaving fingerprints. I 
never wear gloves if I can help it, but I had an old 
pair of winter gloves in my locker so I put those on. 
I kept in the shadows on my way to Southerland Hall 
so I wouldn’t be seen. When I passed people on the 
campus I turned my head away so they wouldn’t recog- 
nize me. It wasn’t all put on. I tried so hard to imagine 
how a real murderer would feel on his way to commit 
a murder that I really did succeed in feeling very— 
well, very criminal. And I wasn’t a bit frightened. I 
felt reckless and bad—really bad. And then—vwell, 
that’s the last thing I remember. . . .” 

Halsey had forgotten the cigarette between his fin- 
gers. As the burning ember reached his skin he winced 
and the long ash fell on the floor. He crushed the ciga- 
rette in the ash tray. 

Foyle, sitting squarely opposite Halsey, missed none 
of this. But Basil, perched on the edge of the table 
side-saddle, didn’t appear to be watching Halsey. 

“Ts that all you have to tell us?” 
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Even his voice was impersonal. But Halsey lifted his 
eyes and confronted Basil with a hard hostility. 

“TIsn’t that enough?” 

“T think not.” 

Suddenly the hardness went out of the boy. His gaze 
dropped, his shoulders sagged, his whole body slumped 
in the chair. 

“I told Southerland it was no use trying to bluff a 
psychiatrist. . . .” One elbow rested on the table. He 
covered his eyes with a hand. 

“What happened Saturday night?” persisted Basil. 

Halsey answered without changing his position. 

“TI got the usual warning.” 

“The aura?” 

“Yes. With me it’s always a star. I seem to see it 
shining just above my head. I always feel that I'll be 
all right if I can keep myself from reaching for it. But 
I never can. I always have to reach for it and the 
moment I touch it I’m lost. And then—when I come 
to I don’t remember anything that has happened. 

“When I came up the steps of this building Saturday 
night I suddenly saw that star shining just above my 
head. I tried not to reach for it. God, I never tried 
harder!”” The hand pressed against his eyes curled into 
a fist. “I knew it would be awful to lose consciousness 
when I was alone in an empty building at night. But 
—I couldn't help myself. I had to reach for that star 
—I had to! .. . The next thing I knew I was in Salt’s 
office with Woodman offering me a flask of whisky, 
blissfully ignorant of what would happen if I took any. 
And you, Inspector, were talking to Police Headquarters 
on the telephone about—murder. It was by listening to 
you that I got an idea what had happened. I remem- 
bered all too clearly how reckless and criminal I had 
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felt just before I lost consciousness. . . . You said I 
had walked into a bottle of wine and even wine has a 
very odd effect on me. . . . I began to wonder if Prick- 
ett’s sham crime had turned into a real crime and if I 
had become a criminal in the epileptic state without 
knowing anything about it. . . . When you asked me 
why I was wearing gloves, I didn’t dare tell you I had 
worn them because I had been trying to reproduce the 
mental state of a murderer in my own mind... .” 

Foyle had listened in growing bewilderment. “I saw 
you go up those front steps!’ he cried. “You did lift 
your hand as if you were reaching for something. But 
you didn’t fall down in a fit.” 

“Of course not—I never do!” Halsey was beginning 
to recover his combative spirit. 

Basil explained to Foyle. “An epileptic attack isn’t 
necessarily a fit. It’s defined as a sudden lapse of con- 
sciousness not caused by a blow or a drug, and not 
comparable to ordinary sleep. It may last a few seconds 
or several hours. It may be an active convulsion, or a 
passive semi-conscious state like drunkenness or sleep- 
walking. But it is always a sudden fading of conscious- 
ness for no external reason—like the sudden fading of 
an electric light when the current is short-circuited. 
The sleepwalker only enters the sleepwalking state dur- 
ing his natural sleep. But the epileptic may enter the 
epileptic state waking or sleeping—at any moment in 
any circumstances.” 

Halsey’s hand fell from his forehead. He gripped the 
edge of the table and leaned forward. There was a hard, 
hot light in his agate-gray eyes that disconcerted the 
Inspector, accustomed though he was to the criminal 
and abnormal. 

“Do you know what that means?” Halsey’s voice had 
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the timbre of a wire stretched almost to breaking point. 
“I have money to buy all the liquor I want—but I can 
never take a drink, not even a glass of sherry because 
one drop of alcohol acts on an epileptic like a flaming 
match on a keg of gunpowder. I have money to buy all 
the cars I want—but I can never drive a car for fear 
I'll kill myself or someone else. Lots of traffic acci- 
dents attributed to drunken drivers are really caused 
by epileptic drivers. They’re not sole heirs to a great 
fortune, so nobody cares whether they get killed or not. 
But I am, so I’m brought here every morning by a 
chauffeur and called for at night as if I were a kid go- 
ing to kindergarten. My mother and father don’t want 
anybody to know—they’re ashamed of it. They never 
risked sending me to school and they would never have 
risked sending me here to college if our doctor hadn’t 
told them I must lead a normal life or I'd get worse. 
They chose Yorkville because Southerland is a trustee 
here and they thought he could hush things up if—if 
anything went wrong. . . . That’s one reason Souther- 
land has given so much money to Yorkville—so he’d 
have a big pull here in case I got into a mess. Some- 
times things happen. There was that spaniel. . .” 

Halsey shivered and drew Basil’s overcoat more 
closely about him. 

“Of course there’s nothing really the matter with 
me... .” His hard, hot eyes darted from Foyle to 
Basil and back again. ‘“‘Epilepsy isn’t like—like insanity. 
All the text-books say that. I’m perfectly normal in the 
daytime. When I entered college the medical officer 
never guessed there was anything wrong with me and 
Feng is the only professor of psychology here who 
guessed the truth. Prickett never guessed. He isn’t 
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interested in abnormal psychology and, of course, he 
isn’t a doctor of medicine. He even wanted to use me 
as a subject in some of his startle-pattern experiments. 
I couldn't let him because epilepsy destroys the normal 
startle-pattern and he would have realized the truth as 
soon as he saw a slow-motion picture of my failure to 
react. I suggested I act as cameraman during those 
experiments so I’d never be in the picture myself. . . .” 

“But you weren’t so cautious when Prickett asked 
you to take the part of the sham criminal Saturday 
night,” put in Basil. 

“T thought I’d take a chance on it. I’d never done 
anything like that before and I thought it would be fun. 
The hour was set for eight p.m. and my attacks don’t 
come as a rule until eleven or twelve. Mother and 
father were in Egypt so they couldn’t interfere, for 
once. . . . Sometimes I get so sick and tired of never 
doing anything I want to do that I just have to break 
loose—the way I did last night after supper when I 
tried to drink that whisky and Southerland knocked 
it out of my hand... . 

“Of course I knew that I oughtn’t to take a chance 
on the sham crime. I think it was a subconscious im- 
pulse to chuck the whole thing that made me lose part 
of Prickett’s letter of instructions. .. . If ’d known 
about the ‘surprise elements’ for ‘intensifying the 
emotional reaction of the subject’ I’d never have risked 
it at all. Or if I'd known it was a lie-detector experi- 
ment. Prickett’s lie-detector includes the Jung associa- 
tion test and the association test detects epilepsy as well 
as lies because certain word associations are peculiar to 
epileptics.”’ 

Foyle whistled softly. ““No wonder you collapsed 
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Saturday night when Prickett told you the experiment 
was really a lie-detector test!” 

“That was nothing to the way I felt Sunday morning 
when I woke up at the Dean’s house and the Dean 
told me that Dr. Willing was planning to use Prickett’s 
lie-detector on everyone involved in the case—including 
me. 

Halsey lit another cigarette. His hand was steadier 
now. 

“What did you do?” asked Basil. 

“I got hold of Southerland. Whenever there’s any 
trouble in our family we call on Southerland. He knows 
all the skeletons in our cupboard because it’s his job 
to keep them out of the papers. He’s the only person 
who knows about me—beside my parents, the nurse I 
had when I was a baby and our doctor. 

“T didn’t dare tell Southerland that I had no con- 
scious memory of anything that happened at the time 
when Konradi was shot, and no idea whether I had 
murdered him or not. But I did say that the police 
would be sure to suspect me if they found out that I 
was an epileptic and that they would be sure to find 
out because they had a psychiatrist on the job—a Dr. 
Willing—who was going to give us all a form of lie- 
detector test, that would detect epilepsy as well. 

“Southerland said that I must refuse to take the test. 
I answered: “Then they'll know I’m the murderer!’ 
But Southerland is really smart because he’d thought 
of that already. He smiled rather grimly and said: ‘Not 
if several other people refuse to take the test at the 
same time you do!’ I said: “You can never wangle 
that!’ And he answered: ‘I’ve secured Dr. Feng’s 
refusal already.’ ” 
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Basil’s cool voice cut across Halsey’s feverish volu- 
bility. ' 

“Are you sure Southerland made his bargain with 
Feng before he talked to you?” 

“He said so.” 

“But why should he want to obstruct the lie-detector 
test before he knew it would betray your epilepsy to 
the police?” 

“Search me!’’ Halsey moved restlessly in his chair. 
“I was too busy worrying about myself to worry about 
Southerland.” 

“How did he get Feng to refuse the test?” 

“TI don’t know. I’m like my father. I don’t care how 
Southerland does things, so long as he gets them done.” 

“Then the only reason you refused the test was be- 
cause you didn’t want the police to learn about your 
epilepsy and your lapse of memory during the murder?” 

“That’s what I’m telling you.” Halsey was growing 
impatient. 

“You had no other motive?” 

“Of course not. How could I?” 

“In that case—now that we know all about the 
epilepsy and the lapse of memory—you should be 
perfectly willing to take the test.” 

Halsey’s impetuosity was checked abruptly. He 
measured Basil with a look that was sidelong and sly. 
“Of course I’m willing. But there doesn’t seem much 
point in it. Now you’ve seen me re-enact everything I 
did Saturday night you know I’m not the murderer.” 

“Miss von Hohenems is taking it tomorrow morning 
at ten,” said Basil. “Can you take it at twelve o’clockr” 

“O.K. Why not?” But Halsey’s bravado was plainly 
counterfeit. He shivered again. 
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“It’s cold and it’s late.” Basil looked at Foyle. ‘““What 
do you say, Inspector? Shall we finish this talk to- 
morrow?” 

“Sure.” Foyle turned to Halsey. “Your lips are 
getting blue, young man. No wonder, with bare feet on 
this tiled floor. We’ll take you back to the Dean’s and 
you'd better have a drink—’” He stopped. 

“You see?” Halsey’s eyes had a hard glitter. ““There 
are so many things I can’t do. . . . Sometimes I think 
it'll drive me mad!” 


II 


It was nearly three in the morning when Basil and 
Inspector Foyle parted at the deserted 86th Street sub- 
way station—Basil taking the downtown Lexington 
Avenue local and Foyle going to the lower level for an 
express to Brooklyn. Just before Foyle went down the 
stairs he caught Basil’s arm. 

“Forgot to tell you we got the dope you wanted on 
that Argus Advertising Agency! Mercantile Bank owns 
seventy-three percent of the stock—Southerland and 
Halsey’s father are both directors!” 


} 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


EXPERIMENT 


ON TUESDAY the unearthly brightness of the last 
three days had gone. A leaden sky masked the sun and 
diffused a weak daylight evenly. Mist from the river 
drifted across the campus in ragged white streamers 
like clouds come down to earth. Dampness made the 
lawns as vivid as jade. 

There was no sound of young voices and quick foot- 
falls hurrying to classes. The Dean had decided to close 
the University and already most of the students were 
gone, leaving an uncanny stillness behind them—a 
stillness so pervasive that the three men waiting in 
Prickett’s laboratory for Gisela von Hohenems were 
startled by her light step in the corridor. 

She smiled as Basil introduced Bartlett, his bored 
young assistant from the psychiatric clinic, and Duff, 
the stolid police stenographer. There was something 
in that brief smile that made Bartlett less bored and 
Duff less stolid. The morbid elegance of black tweed 
and white angora suited her black and white beauty. 
Basil realized suddenly how rarely he had seen her in 
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colors. She belonged to a world of European women 
who had clung to black for nearly twenty years as if it 
were scarcely worth the trouble to go out of mourning 
between wars. 

Her glance rested on the center table. There were 
some pencils and paper and three simple instruments— 
a stethoscope, a pressure gauge attached to an inflatable 
bandage like that used for taking blood-pressure tests, 
and something like an electric clock with a great many 
digits on its dial and only one hand. 

Her eyebrows lifted. ‘Don’t tell me that’s all there is 
to Prickett’s famous lie-detecting machine?” 

‘““A lie-detector is a test,.not a machine,’ explained 
Basil. “Lies are detected by watching for minute, in- 
voluntary changes that occur in the functions of a 
witness whenever he lies—a rising of his blood pressure 
or a slowing of his association time. It can be done 
with a lot of awe-inspiring machinery costing a thou- 
sand dollars or more and bristling with impressive 
gadgets such as markers that plot polygraphs mechani- 
cally on smoked drums. But it can also be done quite 
as accurately with inexpensive instruments found in 
any doctor’s office. If you’ll sit in this armchair . . .” 

Gisela looked delicately skeptical as Bartlett pushed 
up her: sleeve and wrapped the inflatable bandage 
around her upper arm. He slipped the flat end of the 
stethoscope under the lower edge of the bandage just 
over the brachial artery. 

“Don’t move your arm—just let it rest comfortably 
onthe table;.o....- 

Gisela’s eyes challenged Basil. ‘“‘Do you honestly be- 
lieve that if I don’t tell the truth my blood pressure 
will give me away?” 

He smiled at her candid incredulity. ‘Systolic blood 
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pressure is the maximum pressure of blood in an artery 
during the contracting phase of the heart beat. The 
pressure rises when anyone lies because the creative 
effort of mental invention strengthens the contraction 
of the heart. The same thing happens when you lie to 
yourself, so the same test can be used to unmask a 
neurosis which is simply a form of self-deception. 
Some day blood-pressure tests may replace the older, 
less objective methods of psycho-analysis altogether.” 

Bartlett adjusted the stethoscope to his ears and sat 
down at the table near Gisela where he could see the 
figures on the dial of the pressure gauge. In his left 
hand he held a rubber bulb attached to the bandage on 
her arm by a rubber tube. His right hand rested on the 
table, holding a pencil poised over a large sheet of 
paper divided into columns. Duff sat at the same table 
with his own notebook and fountain pen. Basil stood 
beside Bartlett. At his nod, Bartlett pressed the rubber 
bulb and the bandage swelled with air until the flow of 
blood in the artery stopped entirely. Then Bartlett 
released a small lever with his thumb and there was a 
faint hiss of air escaping from the bandage. As the first 
sound of blood flowing back into the artery reached his 
ears through the stethoscope he looked at the pointer 
of the dial on the pressure gauge and jotted down the 
figures it indicated. 

Basil’s face was grave as he read the figures. He had 
been right in suspecting anemia. But he could not help 
admiring the fineness of wrist and ankle, the brittle 
“narrowness of waist and flank, and the jasmine-white 
of the blood-starved skin. Those anthropologists who 
believed that our idea of beauty was based upon health 
just didn’t know what they were talking about... . 

She was leaning back in her chair now—her brows 
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drawn together and her lips compressed. Was she re- 
gretting already that she had consented to take the 
test? Yet as Konradi’s devoted assistant she could 
hardly have refused to help the police. ... 

“It’s very warm in here. . . .” she murmured. 

“The air conditioning system has been turned off,” 
answered Basil. ‘““We’ve discovered a fault in it by 
which people in the squash courts downstairs can 
overhear everything said in this laboratory or Konradi’s. 
Naturally, I don’t want anyone to overhear us now.” 

She stared at him wordlessly, trying to assimilate the 
significance of the new development. 

He waited until Bartlett-had taken enough tests to 
establish one hundred and twelve as her normal blood 
pressure under excitement. Then Basil spoke quietly as 
if taking up a conversation they had dropped a few mo- 
ments earlier. 

“I'd like you to repeat the story you told Inspector 
Foyle the night of Konradi’s murder.” 

Gisela’s voice sounded small and thin—a thread of 
sound spinning against that background of uncanny 
stillness. She did not change her story, but she con- 
densed it and hurried through it so breathlessly that it 
only took up two pages of shorthand in Duff’s note- 
book while Bartlett did not have time for more than a 
dozen blood-pressure readings before she stopped speak- 
ing. 

As Bartlett jotted down his column of figures, Basil 
watched them closely. In his mind he was translating 
them into the convenient, pictorial form of a millimeter 
graph with a blood-pressure curve rising to peaks and 
falling into valleys. His voice was expressionless when 
at last he spoke: 

“Did you know Dr. Konradi in Austria?” 
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“No.” The question spied Gisela. “I told you 
that before.” 

“Did you ever see him there in any public place? 
At one of his lectures perhaps?” 

“T never went to his lectures. So far as I know I 
never saw him in a public place.” 

“Do you know anyone in New York, Austrian or 
American, who knew him both here and in Vienna?” 

“No. He knew so few people here. Why do you ask?” 

“Someone has suggested that we have no proof the 
man who died Saturday night was Konradi, the biolo- 
gist. Do you think he could have been an impostor? 
Perhaps even a Nazi agent?” 

“But—that is monstrous!” Her hands gripped the 
arms of her chair. Then she remembered the blood- 
pressure apparatus on her arm and relaxed. “It couldn’t 
be. . . .” she whispered, more to herself than to Basil. 
“It couldn’t be. . . .” Was there doubt in her voice? 

“How did Konradi escape from Dachau?” 

“T don’t know. He would never talk about it.” 

“Have you ever heard of any other prisoner at Dachau 
who escaped successfully?” 

“No. But Konradi could always do things that other 
people couldn’t do. He had exceptional courage and 
strength and intelligence.” 

Duff's face, ordinarily as mobile and expressive as a 
side of beef, had lighted with interest during the 
colloquy. This was not like the “questioning” that went 
on sometimes in the “back room” at Headquarters. Here 
there were no examiners in relays, no shouting, no 
shaking of fists, no tears and no bruises. Merciless 
floodlights did not beat against the suspect’s eyeballs 
and the examiner did not drink a glass of water or light 
a cigarette while his victim went thirsty and smoke- 
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less. Gisela’s voice might falter anxiously at one mo- 
ment or quicken impatiently the next, Basil’s voice 
remained equable and even friendly. He made no ac- 
cusations and he set no traps. But Duff admitted to 
himself, almost grudgingly, that the impersonal, clinical 
procedure was having an effect on the witness. Her 
eyes never left Bartlett as he repeated the simple blood- 
pressure test every few seconds without paying any at- 
tention to the questions and answers except to time 
them so they could be correlated with the time of each 
test. 

“Did Dr. Konradi ever speak of his arrest by the 
Nazis?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“When did it happen?” 

“In March 1938. I don’t know what day of the 
month, but it was late at night.” 

“Who arrested him?” 

“Some S.S. men—that’s the Schiitzstaffeln. He said 
there were about a dozen. He had no warning. He 
was working in his laboratory with an assistant when 
they came.” 

“How did they behave?” 

‘“‘How do they usually behave?” She shrugged. ‘“They 
put all his papers in a big bag to take away. Apparently 
they hoped to find letters or something that would com- 
promise other anti-Nazis.”’ 

“Did they?” 

“No. I asked him once if there were anything com- 
promising in those papers but he said no, just records 
of his bio-chemical experiments. Of course they wrecked 
his laboratory—smashed all the instruments, killed all 
the animals, and spilled all the liquids on the floor. He 
knew they were only doing it to make him angry, so 
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he managed to keep his temper. But it was hard, for 
he was not a rich man ‘and some of the instruments 
were valuable. When they took him away the building 
was in flames. He was never sure whether they burned 
it intentionally or accidentally. Several of them were 
smoking cigarettes and apparently they didn’t realize 
how inflammable some of the chemicals were. He said 
they were very young—school boys running amok— 
and incredibly ignorant. They didn’t seem to know what 
any of the apparatus was for but they enjoyed smash- 
ing it almost as much as if it had been a living thing 
that could feel pain. He thought they hated the learn- 
ing, skill and labor the instruments represented—per- 
haps because learning and skill were things they had 
never been able to achieve and even labor was denied 
them when work became so scarce in Austria after the 
war. 

“Once Konradi talked to Feng about it and Feng 
compared them to the boys who used to make up the 
armies of the war lords in China. He said: “When 
a country reaches a state where some of the people 
must starve it’s never the young men between sixteen 
and twenty-five who do the starving. It’s the old men 
and the women and children, for the young men will 
always take the law into their own hands and rob every- 
ope-clsey s4.05°”’ 

Basil touched Bartlett’s shoulder lightly as a signal 
that he wanted a blood-pressure reading taken at the 
very moment he asked the next question. 

“Did you meet Kurt Dietrich, the German exchange 
student, on the campus last Saturday evening about 
nine o’clocke” 

“No.” 

“Was there any particular reason why Konradi 
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should go to your apartment Saturday evening just 
before eight o’clock?”’ 

‘‘No. He simply—dropped in, as I told you.” 

“Did he accuse you of having taken his missing 
laboratory notes?” 

“Never!” 

‘Weren't you the only person beside Konradi with 
access to his notebooks?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Ts there anyone else you suspect of having taken 
the notes?” 

“No; 

Basil touched Bartlett’s shoulder again. “Was Kon- 
radi in love with your” 

No.” 

“Did you love him?” 

“These questions are impertinent. I won’t answer 
any more.” 

“There are no more questions.” 

Basil turned to the table and began adjusting the 
object that resembled an electric clock. 

“Have you ever taken an association test?” 

“No, but I’ve read about it. It’s a sort of psychologi- 
cal shorthand for questions and answers. You speak a 
single word and I answer with another single word— 
the first that comes into my mind. If my word comes 
more slowly than usual it means that your word has 
roused a feeling of guilt in me.” 

“Exactly. And if the first word that comes to your 
mind is one that gives away something you want to con- 
ceal, you can’t substitute a second word for it con- 
sciously without causing the same tell-tale delay in 
your rate of response. I’m going to ask you to use this 
voice key attached to an electric chronoscope so the 
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time it takes you to respond can be recorded in thou- 
sandths of a second. . . . Ready?” 

VL eSs. 

“Notebook.” 

Gisela knocked over the voice key and its stand as 
she sprang to her feet. 

“TI told you I know nothing about the notebook! I 
don’t know who took it or why! I don’t know enough 
about chemistry to know what was in it! I’ve had 
enough of this! I can’t stand it—I can’t!” 

Tears stood in her eyes and her thin fingers plucked 
desperately at the inflated bandage on her arm. Bartlett 
never shifted his glance from the pressure gauge and 
Duff stolidly made a curlicue in his notebook repre- 
senting the word can’t and sat still, waiting for the 
next word to come. But Basil went to her side and 
loosened the bandage without a word. 

Then Bartlett looked up in surprise and even Duff 
was bewildered. 

“Thank you.” Gisela looked down at her arm as if 
she expected to see a wound. But it was smooth and 
only faintly pink from the constriction of the bandage. 
She lifted eyes bright with tears that did not fall. “‘Is 
that all?” 

eYes.” 

“Does it—” She looked at the instruments on the 
table, and Bartlett’s column of figures. “Does it say I 
told the truth?” 

Basil evaded a direct answer. ‘““We can’t tell much 
about it until we make a graph.” 

“Oh . .. You'll let me know the result, won’t your” 

“Certainly.” 

“I’m sorry I was so upset.” She had reached the door. 
“J don’t know anything about the notebook—really I 
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don’t!”” Again she smiled briefly and then she was gone. 

Duff's face was blank. But Bartlett seemed to be 
annoyed with his chief. 

‘What did you let her go for? Just as it was getting 
interesting! She lied when she said there was no partic- 
ular reason for Konradi’s going to see her Saturday eve- 
ning. She lied when she said he didn’t accuse her of 
stealing the notebook. She lied when she said she didn’t 
meet Dietrich Saturday evening. She lied when she said 
she didn’t suspect anyone of stealing the notebook. If 
that doesn’t mean she and Dietrich stole the notebook 
between them—I’m a Nazi myself! 

“So far as I can see she’s in this up to her neck. 
She’s probably a Nazi agent sent here to spy on Kon- 
radi. She stole his notebook for the Nazis and shot him 
when he accused her of doing so.” 

“Yeah, but what would the Nazis want with a lotta 
labbertory notes about cancer prevention?” demanded 
Duff. ‘‘And why did she suspect Konradi of being a 
Nazi? She lied when she said she didn’t suspect him, 
but if she’d been a Nazi herself, she’d’ve known.” 

Basil stood looking down at the blood-pressure rec- 
ord. ‘‘She lied when she said Konradi did not love her. 
She may have been lying to herself, since self-decep- 
tion has the same effect on blood pressure as decep- 
ton, =;°5"4 

Bartlett grinned. “Oh, so that’s what’s worrying 
your” 


II 
It was not necessary to explain the technic of lie-de- 


tecting to Halsey. On the contrary, it was Halsey who 
explained it to Basil and Bartlett. As Bartlett said 
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afterward “‘You’d’ve thought that pup had discovered 


the lie-detector himself!” ° 


He entered Prickett’s laboratory as if it were his own 
and sat down in the armchair without waiting for an in- 
vitation. As he supervised the fastening of the bandage 
around his arm he criticized Prickett’s equipment and 
Basil’s procedure with equal frankness and fluency. 
Wasn't there any pneumograph? Surely a b.p. record 
should be checked by a breathing record! Wasn’t Basil 
going to take a continuous b.p. test with a mechanical 
pen recording each fluctuation on a graph paper as it 
occurred? Halsey didn’t think much of the discontinu- 
ous method himself. 

“The discontinuous method is better for my purpose 
today,’ answered Basil, more sharply than usual. “I 
don’t want to stop every few minutes while someone 
changes a graph paper and I don’t want to confine my- 
self to simple questions that have to be answered yes or 
no.” 

“But—” 

“Will you keep quiet until Bartlett has got your nor- 
mal blood pressure under excitement?” 

“But I’m not excited!’’ returned Halsey. “You don’t 
expect a man who’s had nearly four years’ psychology 
to be excited by an amateurish little test like this, do 
you? I think Marston’s claims for the discontinuous 
b.p. test are grossly exaggerated!’’ He turned to Bart- 
lett. “‘Aren’t you ready yet? You’ve had time to get 
twenty readings.” 

Bartlett nodded to Basil. 

“This time we'll begin with the association test.” 
Basil adjusted the voice keys. 

“Notebook.” 

“Article.” 
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The response came lowe g86 seconds by the 
chronoscope. 

“Warm.” 

‘“Warm—too hot—sultry.” (4.001) 

“Only one word at a time, please,” said Basil. 

“Revolver.” 

“Condition.” (6.258) 


Gar 

“Wheel.” (8.001) 
“House.” 
“Steertie (7-102) 
“Offense.” 


“Fensid.” (6.887) 

Duff looked up from his notebook. “Did you say of- 
fensive?”’ 

“It sounded like fensid,” replied Basil. 

“But there’s no such word!” Duff was outraged at 
the prospect of being forced to invent shorthand sym- 
bols for words that didn’t exist. 

“Isn’t there?” Halsey looked uncertainly from one to 
another. 

“If there are any words you don’t understand write 
them in longhand as they sound and put a question 
mark on the margin,” Basil advised Duff. 


“Blank.” 

“Paper.” (4.031) 
“Book.” 

“Article.” (5.492) 
“Bright.” 


“Brilliant—glittering—shining.” (3.642) 
“Blood.” 


“Stone.” (3-975) 
“Sham. 


“Crime.” (5.983) 
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“Quick.” 
“Fast—rapid—swift.”” (4.001) 
“Sweet.” 

“Sweetness.” (6.258) 

Pues 


“Condition.”’ (8.001) 

. . . The blood-pressure record kept simultaneously 
by Bartlett showed none of the big peaks that would 
have occurred if Halsey had tried to cheat the test. 
The occasional increases in blood pressure were so 
slight that even words as unpleasantly suggestive as 
blood could not have disturbed him emotionally. 

At last Basil switched off the chronoscope, put the 
voice keys aside and began to ask questions. 

“When did you first realize that you had been sleep- 
walking?” 

“When I woke Sunday morning I knew that I’d been 
dreaming about walking in the moonlight toward South- 
erland Hall. But I thought it was just a dream—until I 
heard Ezra talking about a ghost. Then I knew. It’s 
years since I’ve walked in my sleep—I used to do it 
when I was thirteen and fourteen whenever the moon 
was full and shining brightly through the window. Es- 
pecially if it were shining on water. I used to feel then 
that I’d like to walk up the path of the moonlight on 
the water and crawl inside the moon. . . . I had that 
same old feeling Saturday night when I saw the moon 
shining on the East River from my room at the Dean’s 
house.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me or Inspector Foyle that you 
were the ghost?” 

“How could I? The ghost had haunted the scene of 
the crime. That meant that I had gone to Southerland 
Hall in a sleepwalking state and that I had probably 
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re-enacted all the things I had done when Konradi was 
killed. I couldn’t remember what those things were. I 
had no way of knowing whether I’d killed Konradi or 
not, and—well, you know it isn’t just superstition that 
a murderer returns to the scene of his crime. It’s a 
form of remorse—a deep, irrational impulse, quite 
likely to come to the surface in a sleepwalking state. 
Vide Lady Macbeth. Had I returned to Southerland 
Hall in my sleep because I had killed Konradi? Had I 
re-enacted the killing in a sleepwalking state? If I'd told 
you or the Inspector you might have followed me the 
next night and seen me re-enact the murder of Konradi 
— a confession in pantomime and an unconscious one 
at that!” 

“Did you do anything to check the sleepwalking?” 

“Did I? I went to see Feng first. You know the old 
definition of a gentleman—‘a person who never asks 
questions’?”’ 

“That certainly rules out detectives,’ murmured 
Basil. 

“Well, it describes Feng. I felt safe with him. But 
you can imagine how I felt when I ran into you there! 
Later that day I got hold of Feng alone in his office at 
Southerland Hall. I told him I'd been sleepwalking—I 
didn’t tell him where or when or how and he didn’t ask, 
as I knew he wouldn't. I begged him to give me some- 
thing to stop it at once but he said there wasn’t any- 
thing. It might be controlled after a long period of 
treatment physical and mental but it couldn’t be 
stopped overnight by pressing a button. And I wanted 
it stopped at once because I didn’t know what I might 
reveal in the sleepwalking state... . 

“That’s one reason I was so upset Sunday night 
at supper. After I got upstairs I remembered some 
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sleeping medicine I always carry with me—pheno-bar- 
bital, the big two-and-a-half-grain capsules that are sup- 
posed to ward off night attacks of epilepsy, not the little 
one-and-a-half-grain capsules used for ordinary insom- 
nia. I thought I might conquer sleepwalking if I could 
induce a really deep sleep. So I locked my bedroom 
door and took a double dose.” 

“Worst thing you could have done,’ interpolated 
Basil. “Pheno-barbital may discourage an ordinary epi- 
leptic attack but not sleepwalking. You’re more likely 
to walk in a deep sleep than in a light one.” 

“T didn’t know that. I fell asleep in my bed and then 
I woke up outdoors—half way between Southerland 
Hall and the Dean’s house. The front door was locked 
but one of the living room windows was open. I must 
have left the house that way. At least, that was how I 
returned.” 

“The Dean and I heard you leave the house,” said 
Basil. “We were in his study and we both heard some- 
thing. But by the time I had opened a window there 
was no one in sight.” 

“It wasn’t very late when I got back—only one 
o'clock. But I didn’t dare go to sleep again. The room 
I had was one that is used by Dr. Lysaght’s son when 
he’s in New York. I rummaged around for something 
sharp and I found a pair of spurs. I took off my py- 
jama jacket and sat up in bed reading with a spur on 
either side of me so that whenever I dozed off and 
slumped down in the bed I was sure to fall on one of 
the spurs and of course the rowel would gash me and 
then I’d be wide awake again. It wasn’t very pleasant 
but the only way I could keep from sleepwalking was 
to keep from sleeping.” 

Halsey did not seem to mind questions that gave him 


> 
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an opportunity to talk about himself. Apparently he 
had forgotten Bartlett taking his blood pressure every 
few moments and Duff recording every word he uttered 
in shorthand. His eyes never left Basil and he talked 
as easily as if they had been lunching together. 

“Monday morning I played tennis because I had an 
idea that physical fatigue might do more to make me 
sleep normally than drugs. And then you came along 
and found Amy Salt’s body. I didn’t know when she’d 
been killed. But I knew that her body had been found 
outdoors and that I’d been outdoors in a sleepwalking 
state the night before. Again I had no memory of any- 
thing that had happened before I woke and found my- 
self half way between Southerland Hall and the Dean’s 
house. I might have killed her but I couldn’t be certain 
and the uncertainty was worse than a certain knowl- 
edge of guilt. My one idea was to get away from the 
Dean’s house before I walked in my sleep again. But 
you wouldn’t let me leave. I thought that meant you 
suspected me of both murders. I couldn’t find my phial 
of sleeping medicine and I thought I might’ve dropped 
it somewhere near Amy’s body if I’d killed her... . 
It’s always with me at night—under my pillow or in 
the pocket of my pyjama jacket... . 

“After that I was afraid to sleep at all. Last night I 
tried to sit up in a chair all night reading. I put the 
spurs on top of the back of the chair so I couldn’t rest 
my head there. I drew down all the shades to keep out 
the moonlight and turned on all the electric lights and 
of course I locked the bedroom door. But it didn’t do 
any good. I must have dozed off about midnight and 
unlocked the door in a sleepwalking state. . . .” 

Basil sighed. 

“You'd have saved us a great deal of unnecessary 
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work if you hadn’t been so determined to hide your 
epileptic condition.” 

“It’s not the sort of thing one cares to tell people.” 

“T can understand that. But of course there are some 
people you must tell.” 

“Must!” Halsey wasn’t used to the word and he 
didn’t like it. “Whom must I tell?” 

“Well . . .” Basil’s eyes met Halsey’s and held them. 
“Anyone you were planning to marry.” 

Halsey was suddenly quiet. His agate-gray eyes lost 
their look of polished luster. They seemed cloudy and 
sightless. He spoke hardly moving his lips. 

“Do you suppose my father wants the Halsey fortune 
to go to my cousins who aren’t even named Halsey? I 
have as much right to marry as he did! He never stayed 
sober for twenty-four hours in his life... .” 

The words were so low that Duff had to lean for- 
ward to catch them. Halsey was no longer conscious of 
Bartlett or Duff—but only of Basil. 

“They say I’ve got to lead a normal life and—money 
can make up for a lot of things. It isn’t as if I were 
—well, mad, you know. Epilepsy is no worse than a bad 
neurosis. And everybody’s a little neurotic. It’s nothing 
to be ashamed of—nothing!”’ 

“Then why not tell her?” At that moment Basil him- 
self had almost forgotten Duff and Bartlett. 

“I can’t. I might lose her.” Neither of them men- 
tioned a name— it wasn’t necessary. “‘I’ll tell her what 
I please, when I please, and you have no right to inter- 
fere. I believe you’re only doing it because you want 
her for yourself!’ Halsey’s voice rose to the shrill, in- 
human note it had reached when he discovered Kon- 
radi’s body. ““You shan’t have her! She’s mine! I don’t 
care what anybody says—I don’t care! I—” 
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He fell forward in his chair, jerking the blood-pres- 
sure apparatus out of Bartlett’s hands. His head was on 
the table and he was crying. 


Ill 


By three o'clock that afternoon it was so dark that 
Basil had to turn on the electric light in Prickett’s lab- 
oratory. 

His luncheon tray stood untouched on a corner of 
the big table. The ash tray was choked with cigarette 
stubs. He was surrounded by a mass of papers—blood- 
pressure records now plotted in graph form on milli- 
meter paper and an analysis of the two association tests 
expressed in mathematical terms. 

He was alone when Inspector Foyle entered the lab- 
oratory and there was no sound except the quick, jerky 
scratching of his fountain pen as he scribbled a row of 
figures. What he saw made him frown. His pen idly — 
traced a cross surrounded by a circle and then a wom- 
an’s profile. 

“She looks like Gisela von Hohenems,” observed the 
Inspector with interest. 

A drop of ink gathered on the tip of the pen and 
made a blot. 

“Confound these things!” Basil threw down the pen 
and mopped his fingers with a loose piece of blotter. 
“Why is it anything mechanical always gets out of or- 
der as soon as I buy it?” 

“What about this junk?” Foyle jerked a thumb to- 
ward the analyses of the lie-detector tests. “Did you 
learn anything?” 

Basil looked at the “junk” which represented four 


EXPERIMENT 251 


hours’ work. A sudden light danced in his eyes. ‘““How’d 
you like some really expert opinions?” 

“Huh?” 

Basil strode to the door and looked out into the cor- 
ridor. 

“Prickett and Feng are both in their offices. Even if 
they wouldn't take the test, they ought not to grudge us 
a little professional advice on the analysis.” 

“Well—if you think it’s O.K. to let them in on 
this—” 

But Basil had left the room already. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


EXCOGITATION 


FENG WAS READING a manuscript that appeared to 
be a student’s theme—an appearance confirmed by the 
alacrity with which he accepted Basil’s invitation to 
put it down. 

“You wish me to check the results of the test I re- 
fused to take myself? That is heaping coals of fire on 
my head! But ll be glad to help—if I can... .” 

Prickett was on his knees surrounded by packing 
cases which he was filling with books. 

‘‘Just—er—tidying things up.” 

He smiled gingerly as if his muscles were unused to 
the exercise. 

“Can you spare a moment from your packing? I’d 
like your opinion on the results of the lie-detector 
ESE te ory: 

Back in the psychological laboratory, Basil spread his 
mass of papers on the table before Prickett and Feng 
while Foyle stood watching. 

“These are stenographic records of questions and an- 
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swers. These are stenographic records of association 
tests. These graphs represent blood-pressure readings 
taken during both proceedings. And this is my analysis 
of the results.” 

Prickett gasped as he saw Halsey’s name. “Feng!” 

“Yes?” 

“Did you know that Ian was taking this test—after 
alle” 

SINo.e 

For some minutes the room was still except for the 
rustling of paper. Foyle yawned and relaxed in a chair. 
Basil stood at the east window watching the mist. He 
could no longer see the library across the quadrangle. 

“Good—God!”’ It was Prickett’s voice. 

Basil turned his back to the window in time to catch 
Prickett’s stare at Feng. “Did you know about Ian?” 

Feng nodded. 

“Howe” cried Prickett. 
_ “Everything suggested it. His father was a drunkard 
and he was an only child—presumably his mother’s 


~ first child and therefore more liable to injury at birth. 


He’s always been irritable, wayward, self-centered with 
that poverty of imagination and lack of consideration 
and sympathy that Jung calls ‘emotional stupidity.’ The 
moralistic stuff about the absolute truth is just as char- 
acteristic.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me? If I’d known, I would 
never have chosen him for the sham criminal, and I 
would never have included wine in the sham crime!” 

“You forget I didn’t know the identity of the sham 
criminal.” 

Foyle peered at the record of Halsey’s test over 
Prickett’s shoulder. 
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‘What’s wrong with it? Looks O.K. to me.” 

Feng sat back in his chair and looked at Basil. “I 
suppose this is confidential?” 

“Unless it has something to do with the crimes,” 
amended Basil. 

“How could it?” Feng hesitated. Then his glance 
shifted to Foyle. ‘‘Prickett has just discovered Halsey is 
an epileptic. His association test shows all the symp- 
toms. An exceptionally slow mean reaction time: 4.201. 
A tendency for the slow rates to mount like a ladder: 
4.001—6.258—8.001. A tendency to react several 
times to different stimuli words with the same reaction 
word, usually a vague, general term such as condition or 
‘article.’ A tendency to react to one stimulus word twice 
in succession as in ‘car—wheel, house—steer,’ both 
wheel and steer being reactions to ‘car.’ A tendency to 
react with another form of the stimulus word as in 
‘sweet—sweetness.’ And finally a tendency to amplify 
his response with synonyms as when he reacted to ‘warm’ 
with ‘warm—too hot—sultry.’ As for the nonsense word 
‘fensid’—that is a danger signal. When anyone re- 
sponds to a stimulus word with a neologism of his own 
concoction it shows a drift toward dementia and epi- 
lepsy can develop into dementia.” 

Prickett was growing more and more worried. “Then 
that was why—” 

Swiftly, Feng cut him short. ‘““That was why Halsey 
refused to take the lie-detector test.” 

“Isn’t homicide the commonest of all crimes among 
epileptics?” persisted Prickett. “Especially violent hom- 
icide without motive?” 

“Your cigarette has gone out.” Feng tossed a packet 
of matches across the table. 
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But Prickett would not be distracted. “It never oc- 
curred to me that Ian—”’ 

“Of course it didn’t.” Feng interrupted again. ‘“‘Doc- 
tors of medicine often fail to diagnose an epileptic by 
his behavior alone. A professor of psychology might 
easily make the same mistake.” 

“I didn’t mean that. I meant that I’ve never seri- 
ously considered the possibility that Ian might be the— 
the murderer.” Prickett’s tongue seemed to balk at the 
word in connection with Halsey. “If ’'d known he was 
an epileptic I would never—” At last he saw the pit- 
fall from which Feng had tried to divert him. “I mean 
—I—I—would have behaved rather differently,” he 
finished, lamely. 

Foyle interrupted. “In plain English, Dr. Prickett, 
you’d never have protected Halsey by joining him in a 
refusal to take the lie-detector test, if you’d known that 
he was certainly an epileptic and therefore quite possi- 
bly a murderer. Right?” 

_ Prickett’s lips moved, but no sound came. 

“We can guess the inducement Southerland offered 
you,” said Basil. ““We’ve been making some inquiries 
about stockholders in the Argus Advertising Agency.” 

A faint pinkness tinged Prickett’s high cheek bones, 
unbecoming as rouge applied by a clumsy hand. 

“But I’m still at a loss to explain Feng’s refusal to 
take the test.’’ Basil turned slowly toward the Chinese. 
“You seem less vulnerable than Prickett. You’ve no 
wife nor children to support and poverty has no real 
terrors for you, since you’ve deliberately chosen a life 
of privation in order to send money to the Chinese 
cause. Everyone says you were Konradi’s only intimate 
friend here—you admit it yourself. What inducement 


256 THE MAN IN THE MOONLIGHT 


can have been offered to make you obstruct our efforts 
to find the murderer? Did Southerland or the Mercan- 
tile Bank promise financial help for the Chinese cause? 
A bond issue perhaps?” 

Feng’s face was stoical. “I was not offered money or 
financial help in any form—either for myself or the 
Chinese cause.” 

“Then what were you offered?” cried Foyle. 

But Feng came of a people whose discretion has sur- 
vived centuries of judicial torture. ‘Tranquilly he took 
out his amethyst fingering piece and turned it over in 
his hand. “No one has offered me anything or required 
anything of me. When I refused to take the lie-detector 
test I was acting on my own initiative. Suppose we say 
that I was entirely disinterested—that I had no motive 
except my desire to protect a most unfortunate boy 
whom I believed innocent?” 

“In that case,” said Basil. “You should be willing to 
take the test—now that we know the worst about Hal- 
sey.” 

Feng’s smile appeared charmingly spontaneous. “I’ve 
never forgotten Francis Galton’s comment on the asso- 
ciation test: It exhibits a man’s mental anatomy with 
more vividness and truth than he would probably care 
to publish to the world. . . . Ihave no secret like poor 
Halsey’s but—I prefer to keep my mental anatomy 
decently veiled. . . .” Feng pushed away the mass of 
papers before him and settled back in his chair. ““Why 
have you shown us this analysis, Willing? Everything is 
in order. You don’t need our help.” 

“But I want to know if your conclusions are the same 
as mine.”. 

Feng’s glance sought Prickett’s. It was Prickett who 
answered. 
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“Precisely the same. The blood-pressure records show 
clearly that Gisela von Hohenems lied throughout the 
latter part of her test, while Halsey told the truth. In 
the association test, his reaction time in responding to 
words connected with the crime, such as ‘blood’ and 
‘shot’ was perfectly normal—neither too slow nor too 
quick as compared with his mean reaction time. So far 
as I know, there’s no indication of guilt in the meaning 
of his response words. The association of such words as 
‘blood—stone’ and ‘blank—paper’ is obviously inno- 
cent. It’s too bad Gisela didn’t take the association test, 
too.” 

“Then,” said Basil. “You would both support me if I 
told Inspector Foyle that the murderer is either Gisela 
von Hohenems or one of the five people who refused to 
take the test—yourself, your wife, Feng, Salt or South- 
erland?”’ 

Feng smiled appreciatively. “You’ve put us in a bi- 
zarre situation, Willing. Now I see why you wanted us 
to check your analysis of the test. You’re actually ask- 
ing us to confirm the possibility of our own guilt! No 
one could suspect Mrs. Prickett of committing murder. 
It’s equally impossible to believe that Salt would kill 
the wife he loved so devotedly or that Southerland 
would murder the bio-chemist whose cancer research he 
had just endowed. Therefore, the net result of the lie- 
detector test seems to be that either Miss von Hohe- 
nems, Prickett or myself murdered Konradi and Mrs. 
Salt.” 

Prickett moistened dry lips with a pale tongue. But 
Feng seemed to be enjoying the situation. Through the 
haze of Prickett’s cigarette smoke, he was a smiling 
Buddhist image bathed in clouds of incense. 

Basil answered: “There is one other possibility. Is it 
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so very far-fetched to believe that a criminal might dis- 
cover some way to cheat the lie-detector? Just as other 
criminals have already learned to forge fingerprints?”’ 

Feng’s face was suddenly blank as the high, dun- 
colored walls that used to mask every compound in Pe- 
king. But Prickett’s astonishment was as open to in- 
spection as the unfenced front yards of a Midwestern 
town. 

“What on earth do you mean?” he gasped. 

“Suppose this murderer devised a way to cheat the 
lie-detector. Suppose he planned from the first to com- 
mit his murder and then ‘prove’ his ‘innocence’ after- 
ward by passing a lie-detector test with flying colors. Of 
course, he must make sure beforehand that the police 
would use the lie-detector. He could insure that by 
planning his real crime to coincide with the sham crime 
in a lie-detector experiment. Then the police would be 
certain to try the lie-detector on any suspect who con- 
sented to take it—as Southerland pointed out the first 
time I saw him.” 

“But it’s impossible to cheat a lie-detector!” Now 
that Prickett no longer feared he would have to take 
the test himself, he leaped to its defense with all his old. 
fanaticism. “There just isn’t any way you can keep 
your reaction time from becoming slower than normal 
when you respond to a word that rouses feelings of 
guilt. And when your reaction time is measured so 
finely in thousandths of a second you can’t substitute 
one reaction word for another without the mental act of 
substitution causing an even longer delay.” 

Basil found a chair and leaned back in it, contemplat- 
ing Prickett impersonally. “Suppose you delayed all 
your responses as long as possible? Then there would be 
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no variations. Your mean reaction time to both guilty 
and innocent stimulus words would be precisely the 
same. All your reactions would be so slow that you’d 
have plenty of time to substitute one reaction word for 
another whenever you wished to do so.” 

“Preposterous! Any competent examiner would notice 
that old trick the moment he saw that all the responses 
were abnormally slow!” 

“Ordinarily, yes.” Basil was watching his conscripted 
audience closely. ““But’—he smiled at Prickett—“what 
if these particular responses were supposed to come 
from an epileptic? Then any competent examiner would 
expect all the responses to be abnormally slow. Even as 
slow as mean of 4.201 seconds .. .” 

Feng’s mind seized the idea while Prickett was still 
fumbling for it. 

“Supposed to be an epileptic’? Then you're suggest- 
ing that Halsey is a normal boy pretending to be an 
epileptic in order to cheat the lie-detector?”’ 

“It’s one possibility—isn’t it? The difference between 
his real reaction time—the normal rate of two seconds 
or less—and the slow reaction time of his assumed epi- 
lepsy—4.201—would give him a margin of extra time 
in which he could select any reaction words he pleased 
—such as ‘paper’ for ‘blank’ instead of the more compro- 
mising ‘shot,’ and ‘stone’ for ‘blood’ instead of ‘stain’ or 
‘spot.’ Any reactions that were slower than his real reac- 
tion time of two seconds or less would be concealed by 
the uniform slowness of all his reactions. In most cir- 
cumstances no one would use this method to cheat a 
lie-detector because no normal person cares to be 
branded as an epileptic. But to escape a murder charge 
—it might be done.” 
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Feng nodded agreement. “‘Halsey’s been studying ab- 
normal psychology under me so he knows all the symp- 
toms. They aren’t difficult to fake and his are exag- 
gerated enough to be spurious. He never loses a chance 
to display the egoism, irritability and moralistic loquac- 
ity of the epileptic. I first noticed it in midwinter. I 
suppose you're inferring he began to plan Konradi’s 
murder as long ago as that?” 

“It’s a theory—an unproved possibility rather than 
an inference,” protested Basil. “But he has been free to 
do pretty much as he pleased this winter with his par- 
ents in Egypt.” 

“They would know the truth!” cried Prickett. 
“Southerland must know. And the family doctor.” 

“No doubt. But that won’t help us. Even if his claim 
to epilepsy were false, his parents wouldn’t give him 
away if he told them it was his only chance to escape 
conviction for murder. Neither would Southerland or 
the family doctor or the nurse he had when he was a 
baby. After all, there’s nothing very new about a per- 
jured insanity defense in a murder case. The only new 
thing is the possibility that it may have been planned 
before the murder for the primary purpose of disarming 
suspicion by cheating a lie-detector.” 

“What about his blood-pressure readings?” pegul 
Prickett. “He couldn’t fake those!”’ 

“Are you sure?” returned Basil. ‘Anyone with a 
knowledge of abnormal psychology might work out 
some way to keep blood pressure down regardless of ex- 
citement by taking a heart depressant just before the 
test.” 

Foyle had been silent for a long time, but now he 
had an inspiration. ‘What about Halsey’s sleepwalking 
stunt? You needn’t tell me a boy is normal when he can 
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space corrections on a blank page so they coincide with 
errors On a typewritten page he can’t sce! And in his 
sleep, too!” 

“I don’t believe Willing is suggesting that Halsey is 
entirely normal,” answered Feng. “It’s an axiom of ab- 
normal psychology that no sane person ever pretends to 
be insane. There’s no such thing as malingering in men- 
tal disease for no truly normal man will assume the 
stigma of insanity voluntarily—a fact apparently un- 
known to scholars who wrangle over Hamlet’s sanity. 
. . . Halsey may or may not be an epileptic. But if not, 
the very fact that he has been faking epilepsy would 
prove him abnormal in some other way . . . perhaps 
a worse way... . 

“T thought you liked the boy!” exclaimed Prickett. 

“I do. But I don’t like murder.” 

“Don’t you?” said Basil gently. 

The word hung in the air between them for a mo- 
ment. Then Feng pocketed his bit of amethyst quartz 
and rose. 

“Tf you'll excuse me, I’ll get on with the dreary busi- 
ness of reading undergraduate themes.” 

It was an orderly retreat. But at the threshold, he 
spoiled it. His eyes veered toward the side door. 

“T wonder if I might take a look around Konradi’s 
laboratory. I’ve never had a chance to observe the ac- 
tual scene of a murder so soon after the event, and I 
must confess to a little curiosity. Morbid, I suppose, 
but there it is.” 

Foyle was startled. 

“We're not letting anybody in there just yet,” he 
said rather curtly. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon. I have no wish to interfere 
with your arrangements. Some other time will do. . . .” 
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II 


Prickett had gone. The police had gone. It didn’t 
seem worth while for a patrolman to guard Southerland 
Hall three days after the murder. 

The library clock struck three deep, vibrant notes— 
curiously muffled by the mist that hid the clock tower. 
Basil had been working steadily since nine and he had 
had no luncheon. But he felt intuitively reluctant to 
leave the building. “Intuitive” was, of course, a most 
unscientific term that would have shocked Prickett. Yet 
what other word described the minute, unconscious im- 
pressions and half-forgotten memories which must be at 
the root of this feeling that there was something signifi- 
cant here? Basil had an overpowering impression that 
Konradi’s laboratory was the focal point of all three 
murders. 

He entered it and switched on the lights. All empty 
rooms are haunted but especially an empty room filled 
with the intimate belongings of someone who is dead. 
Konradi’s rubber gloves lay on the edge of the sink 
where he must have laid them down Saturday afternoon 
when he hurried out to look for the missing laboratory 
notes. One of his old overalls hung in the half-open 
locker. There were cultures in test tubes Konradi had 
prepared. Cultures of simple cancerous cells that had 
survived the more complex organism which had created 
their safe, sealed universe of glass. The lower the or- 
ganism the greater its chance of survival. Biologists die 
easily but a cancer cell is immortal as long as it is 
warmed and moistened and fed. : 

Basil looked at the test tubes more closely and saw 
that he was mistaken. The cultures had not survived 
Konradi—they were dry and dead. Had he neglected 
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them himself as he had neglected the charts? Or had 
no one bothered to keep the cultures alive since his 
death? Already there were signs of disuse. The cages of 
mice were gone and there was a powdery film of dust 
over everything. 

What had Feng really wanted in Konradi’s labora- 
tory? A “person who never asks questions” does not 
succumb to curiosity, morbid or otherwise, without a 
reason. Yet what could Feng hope to find that had been 
missed by Homicide Squad detectives trained to search 
for the smallest clues? By a municipal toxicologist far 
more familiar with the technical side of Konradi’s work 
than Feng? 

There were so many ill-assorted ingredients in the 
case. A Chinese psychologist’s patriotism . . . an Amer- 
ican banker’s sentimental interest in cancer research be- 
cause his mother had died of the disease . . . an Aus- 
trian bio-chemist’s experiments with irritant chemical 
compounds as potential sources of cancer . . . his arrest 
by the Nazis, his alleged escape from Dachau and his 
solitary life in America . . . the murder of a German 
exchange student... . . Were all these things part of 
one pattern? Had Amy Salt been close to the truth 
when she said that Southerland, Feng and Konradi 
were all “in something” together? Had she died because 
she said that once too often? 

An idea glimmered faintly in Basil’s mind like a small 
light seen far down the vista of a long, dark corridor. 

Slowly he turned and looked at the electro-chemical 
machinery Lambert had envied. Basil knew little about 
such things, but anyone could see that such a mecha- 
nism must be expensive and use a great deal of current. 
Of course, a foundation endowed by Southerland could 
afford such toys for its research laboratories. . . . 
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The old typewriter was the only shabby machine in 
the magnificent array of shining glass, brass, copper, 
steel and platinum which Southerland had provided so 
lavishly. After the police failed to find any fingerprints 


on it except Konradi’s, no one had paid much atten- _ 


tion to an object that seemed commonplace against the 
glitter of microbalance and colorimeter. Its nickel plat- 
ing was dull, its black paint was peeling here and there, 
but it was in perfectly good order—an Underwood ma- 
chine, desk size, several years old, exactly like thou- 
sands of others in New York offices and workshops. 
. . . Basil stood looking down at it—and suddenly 
he knew that he had found a leading clue to the mur- 
derer. 

But the motive? 

He rose and went over to the work bench. The things 
Lambert had been examining were still there. A glass 
jar filled with brilliant crimson crystals labeled with 
the chemical formula for chromic acid. A rough lump 
of unfinished metal—a stony gray speckled with some- 
thing that gleamed like mica when it caught the light. 
It was labeled “ferro-chromium’—of course, Lambert 
had said that Konradi was interested in the fact that 
the metallic form of chromium was not poisonous like 
the oxids and chromates... . 

It was very still in the empty building. The mist 
seemed to shut off the University from the rest of the 
city. But now, quite close at hand, he heard something 
creak. It might have been the unoiled hinge of a door. 
Wasn’t the building empty after all? 

The sound was not repeated. That made the stillness 
seem ominous and stealthy. His hand closed over the 
lump of metal. It would make a handy weapon. A man 
without great strength or even a woman might strike a 
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hard blow with that clasped in one hand. ... He 
looked down at it curiously..Had it been used as a weap- 
on already? Surely Lambert would have found some 
microscopic traces of blood or skin .-. . unless it had 
been rinsed in some strong solvent ... there were 
plenty here in the laboratory. . . . 

There was a second sound—nothing furtive this time 
—a quick, light, feminine footfall. Basil slid the lump 
of metal in his overcoat pocket and stepped into the 
corridor. 

Gisela was coming toward him. Beyond her the front 
door stood open. Opaque white mist surged against the 
doorway. One filmy tentacle drifted wraith-like across 
the threshold. 

“Did you meet anyone just now—as you came here?” 

“No.” The question surprised her. “I couldn’t see 
very far in this fog. I want to talk to you.” 

She was carrying a newspaper folded under one arm. 
She was bare-headed and the mist had precipitated a 
few raindrops that shone against her dark hair like 
transparent pearls. Fatigue had smudged her eyelids 
with smoky shadows that made her eyes larger and 
darker, her face paler than ever. The brave scarlet of 
her lipstick only underlined the sadness of her mouth. 

She sat down on the work bench and looked around 
the laboratory as Basil had done a moment ago—con- 
juring Konradi’s spirit from the rubber gloves dropped 
so carelessly on the edge of the sink and the crumpled 
overall hanging in the locker. Her glance came to rest 
on Basil. 

“It was I who took the notes. Not for myself—for 
someone else.” 

He stood looking down at her. “Dietrich?” | 

“How did you know?” 
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“A lie always gives away more than it conceals. 
When you denied talking to Dietrich Saturday night 
that was just one way of telling us there was some- 
thing incriminating about your talk with Dietrich. 
Where are the notes now?” 

“Weren't they found among his things?” 

No.” 

“But they should have been. . . .”” She was puzzled. 

“How did it happen?” 

“T saw someone with a flashlight in Konradi’s labora- 
tory Friday night when I was walking near the chapel. 
I knew Konradi wasn’t there so I went in and found 
Dietrich going through Konradi’s papers. Of course, the 
laboratory was locked, but he seemed to know all about 
locks; he had skeleton keys. Before then he had asked 
me about Konradi’s work several times. I always got out 
of answering by saying I didn’t know anything about 
chemistry. But Friday night Dietrich said that no mat- 
ter how ignorant I was I must know at least which 
notes dealt with cancer of the lungs. I couldn’t open the 
safe—I didn’t know whether Konradi had taken the 
notes home with him or not. But I knew he would have 
them in the laboratory the next day. Dietrich forced me 
to promise I would meet him on the campus Saturday 
night and bring him the notes dealing with cancer of 
the lungs and all the notes that came after them chron- 
ologically.”’ 

“Forced you?” 

She clasped her hands on the newspaper in her lap 
and looked down at them. “My father was in Prague.” 

“Welle” 

“When I left I thought he would be safe on Czech 
soil. Now it is German soil.” 
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“And Dietrich threatened to denounce your father to 
the police as an anti-Nazi?”’ 

She nodded without looking up from her clasped 
hands. “I believe I told you that my father’s name was 
on the list of contributors to Schuschnige’s plebiscite 
fund. I thought they would arrest him when they first 
reached Prague, but they didn’t. They would do so at 
once if there were the slightest hint that he was in- 
volved in anti-Nazi activities. An anonymous letter 
would be enough—just a few lines. They wouldn’t 
bother about proof.” 

“Was Dietrich himself a Nazi?” 

“I was never quite sure. He wouldn’t tell me any- 
thing. I have no idea why he wanted Konradi’s notes on 
cancer of the lungs. . . . One day he drew something 
on a piece of paper—a cross surrounded by a circle. He 
told me that if anyone ever showed me that sign I 
would know it was a messenger from him. But no one 
ever did.” 

“Why didn’t you tell Konradi this?” 

“There were some things about Konradi that I didn’t 
understand. He had animals brought to the laboratory 
every day—but for the last two months he never went 
near them. I couldn’t tell just what he was doing—but 
even I could see that he was only pretending to work 
on cancer while he was actually doing something else.” 

“So you did doubt Konradi?” 

Her shoulders moved expressively—something be- 
tween a shiver and a shrug. ‘““When I realized he wasn’t 
working on cancer, I couldn’t help wondering about 
him. . . . I didn’t dare confide in him. I dare say he 
wondered about me sometimes. He never confided in 
me. . . . You Americans can have no idea how suspi- 
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cion breeds suspicion. . . . I remember when the Rus- 
sian refugees first came to Vienna. Each one would take 
you aside and solemnly assure you that all the others 
were Bolshevist agents. Then the Italian refugees began 
coming and each one thought all the others were Fascist 
agents. We were very scornful of them. We used to say 
such things could only happen among decadent Italians 
and barbarous Slavs. German-speaking people had polit- 
ical sense and scientific education—a strong Social- 
Democratic Party and an established trade-unionist 
movement. Such things could never happen to us, we 
said; just as you say now that such things could never 
happen to you. * 

“Did Konradi suspect you of taking the laboratory 
notes?” 

“He must have. But he didn’t say so. Saturday after- 
noon he discovered they were gone. I came into the lab- 
oratory and he said he had mislaid some notes. He 
asked me if I had seen them or if I had let anyone into 
the laboratory when he wasn’t there. I said no to both 
questions. I had taken home some other unimportant 
notes I was copying and he said he would come to my 
apartment that evening about seven-thirty to see if the 
missing notes had got among those I had by mistake. 
He was standing by an open window looking toward 
the campus and he said suddenly: “There’s some paper 
drifting on the wind—perhaps the wind took them. 

’ That was possible because the notes were in a 
looseleaf book and he often unfastened the rings and 
took them out when he was working. He hurried out- 
side and didn’t come back. I didn’t see him again until 
that evening. 4 


“Did you tell anyone he would be there at about 
seven-thirty?”’ 
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“No. I changed into a house dress so he wouldn’t sus- 
pect that I was going out as soon as he had gone. He 
looked through the unimportant notes I had been copy- 
ing—but of course, the missing notes were not there. I 
think the real reason he came to see me was to give me 
a chance to confess I had taken them. It was dreadful 
because I wanted to confess and I couldn’t. Perhaps he 
would have accused me if it hadn’t been for that tele- 
phone message that called him away. 

“It happened just as I told you, except for one thing. 
Konradi said: “That was someone who knows what has 
become of the missing notes. I’m going to meet him at 
Southerland Hall.’ He wouldn’t tell me who it was. He 
said he had promised not to tell anyone. He was partic- 
ular about promises. The murderer—if it was the mur- 
derer who telephoned—must have counted on that. . . . 

“T was puzzled by that telephone message because no 
one could have seen me take the notes. I was alone in 
the laboratory at the time with the doors locked and 
the shades down. I thought it must be someone who 
knew Dietrich was after the notes. But I had to deliver 
them to him just the same. As soon as Konradi had 
gone, I threw on a coat and hurried out without stop- 
ping to change my dress. He had stayed so long I was 
afraid I’d be late for the appointment with Dietrich. 

“You must have seen me when I was giving him the 
notes. I’ve never seen anyone so frightened as he was 
then. I asked him if he were afraid of the police. He 
said no, he could always deal with police—this was 
something more dangerous. . . . I understood him to 
mean that someone else was after the notes—someone 
reateared: ...... 

“It was just after he left me that I met you on the 
pathway. When you asked me the way to Southerland 
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Hall and said you had an appointment to meet someone 
there, I thought you must be the man who had tele- 
phoned Konradi—the man who knew that Dietrich was 
after the notes. That was why I tried to discourage 
your going to Southerland Hall. If Konradi were told 
Dietrich had the notes, he would take steps to recover 
them. That meant my father would be arrested within 
ten days. Dietrich had told me that would happen if he 
failed to get the notes. 

“Even after I knew Konradi had been murdered I 
didn’t dare tell you or the police about Dietrich and 
the notes for fear something would happen to my fa- 
ther. Even after I knew Dietrich was dead I couldn’t 
tell because he had hinted he was not working alone. If 
I had told the American police about Dietrich’s activi- 
ties, the men working with him could have delivered my 
father to the German police.” 

Basil studied her downcast face. “If Dietrich were 
working against Konradi, why should they both be 
killed in the same way—obviously by the same per- 
son?” 

“T don’t know. ... 

She lifted her eyes at last. They were brilliant with 
unshed tears. 

“You did love Konradi—didn’t you?” 

She looked down at her hands again. ““That was what 
made it hard. And I could see that he would never love 
me. He cared for nothing but his work.” 

“Why is it you aren’t afraid to tell me all this— 
now?” 

“You haven’t seen the afternoon papers, have you?” 

“No. I’ve been here all day.” 

She opened the newspaper she carried and spread it 
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on Konradi’s work bench. There was a small paragraph 
on the second page. 


Prague, May 6th, by Occidental News Service.— 

Count Alois von Hohenems, resident of this city 
: and former supporter of ex-Chancellor von Schusch- 
| nigg of Austria, has disappeared during the last 
few days. Nazi officials deny that he has been taken 
into protective custody and sent to the Bavarian 
prison camp at Dachau, or that he is seriously ill 
there. 
“We have no idea where Hohenems may be,” 
said an officer of the State Police at Prague Head- 
quarters. “We have more important things to 
think about in the Greater Germany our Fuehrer 
is building for us.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


EXPOSURE 


IT WAS nearly four o’clock when Basil passed under 
the cavernous archway that led to the School of Mines. 

The elevator man admitted rather cautiously that the 
Department of Metallurgy was on the third floor. Yes, 
he thought some of the professors were still in their of- 
fices. He had taken up Dr. Farquharson a few minutes 
ago and he was still there unless he’d come down by the 
stairs. His room was 302... . 

Basil walked down a bare corridor and knocked on a 
door of ground glass. 

“Come in!” 

Dr. Farquharson was small and sandy and incredibly 
Scotch. Basil introduced himself and took the lump of 
metal from his pocket. 

“Can you identify this? It’s labeled ‘ferro-chromium,’ 
but there may be some mistake about that.” 

Dr. Farquharson adjusted his glasses and examined 
the ugly, shapeless chunk of metal as minutely as a 
jeweler studying a diamond. 

“Whaur did ye get this?” 
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“Suppose we leave that in abeyance for the moment.” 

Dr. Farquharson had a racial sympathy for taciturn- 
ity. He nodded gravely. ‘It will be ferro-chromium—” 
he rolled his R’s like the ruffle of a drum—‘‘but if you 
would be wanting absolute scientific sairtainty on that 
point I'll take it into the metallurgical laboratory for a 
wnile.d.2.”” 

He looked less sure of himself when he came back. 

“Would ye be ieaving the wee bit metal with me for 
a day or so?” 

“Then it isn’t ferro-chromium?” 

“TIl not be saying it is and I'll not be saying it 
isn’t.” A faint gleam came into his pale, blue eyes. 
“We'll be leaving that in abeyance for the moment.” 

“At least you can tell me what’s making you doubt 
your first opinion?” 

“The melting point. A bit too high for ferro-chro- 
mium. And that’s uncanny because there will not be 
many metals with a melting point higher than ferro- 
chromium.” 

“Just what is ferro-chromium?” 

“An intairmediate compound in the manufacture of 
chromium steel. The mineral chromite will be con- 
vairted into ferro-chromium in an electric furnace and 
then added to the steel bath to make the chromium 
steel. Not the cheap chromium plating used for plumb- 
ing fixtures and those abominations they will be calling 
modernistic chairs, but the expensive chromium alloy 
steel that will stand continuous sairvice at a tempera- 
ture of 2,300 Fahrenheit... .” 

Outside in the corridor Basil noticed some brass let- 
ters over a double doorway that read: Metallurgical 
Reading Room. The librarian in charge was a faded 
woman with a fluttering manner. He asked her for the 
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latest year book of the United States Bureau of Mines 
and Minerals. 

‘We have a great call for that book,” she said when 
he returned it. “All the students of mining and engi- 
neering here have secret hopes of getting a job with 
Mr. Southerland after they are graduated. They always 
look in that year book to see what mineral is produced 
by his African Mining Company, and when they find 
it’s manganese they always want to major in metal- 
lurgy.” 

“But it isn’t manganese,” protested Basil. “It’s chro- 
mite.” 

“Oh, is it?” She smiled vaguely. “They’re pretty 
much the same, aren’t they? I mean they’re both used 
for alloy steel.” 


if 


The Doric marble of the Mercantile Bank and Trust 
Company dominates a corner where Wall Street meets 
another old lane that was named “New Street’? when 
anything North of Bowling Green was “‘new.”’ Nothing 
could have seemed more remote from the spacious lei- 
sure of the University than these constricted downtown 
streets where people hurried at the staccato pace of fig- 
ures in a moving picture when the projector is geared 
too high. 

Inside, the great marble hall four stories high was 
dimly lighted and artificially cooled. Basil had to inter- 
view five different people before he reached Malcolm 
Southerland’s private secretary. Mr. Southerland could 
see no one—he was on the floor, but the secretary 
didn’t know just where. .. . 

Basil took out a visiting card and scribbled one 
word: “ferro-chromium.” 
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The secretary was more deferential when he returned. 
An express elevator took them to the top floor. As they 
left the balcony that overlooked the public rooms of the 
bank, the hum of voices receded. At the end of the cor- 
ridor, the secretary led the way through two small of- 
fices furnished with filing cabinets and Underwood type- 
writers to an oak door. 

Basil stepped into a lofty room more like a drawing 
room than an office. Southerland was not “on the floor” 
—he was sitting at a rosewood desk carved in such lyr- 
ical eighteenth-century lines that it would have inhib- 
ited any desire to work in Basil. It wasn’t a worker’s 
desk at all. It was bare as a parade ground except for a 
silver-mounted, rose-colored blotter that had never 
been used to blot anything and a silver pen and crystal 
inkwell that had never been sullied by contact with any- 
thing as inaesthetic as ink. There was also a bowl of 
cut crystal filled with water and long-stemmed Hermosa 
roses. 

Another man sat, almost reclining, in a deep armchair 
covered with dark red Moroccan leather. He turned his 
head as the door opened and Basil recognized York- 
ville’s Visiting Professor of Abnormal Psychology— 
Albert Feng Lo. 

“This is an unexpected pleasure, Dr. Willing,” said 
Southerland, aridly. “Marcus, move that other arm- 
chair up to the desk, please.” 

“Will there be anything else, Mr. Southerland?” 

“No.” He didn’t speak again until the secretary had 
gone. Then he glanced at Basil’s card which he was 
holding delicately between thumb and forefinger. “The 
message on this card is rather—cryptic.” 

“If it had been cryptic you wouldn’t have seen me at 
all,’ retorted Basil. “I’m tired of fencing, Mr. Souther- 
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land. There has been altogether too much discretion in 
this case. You can’t manage. murder like a stock ex- 
change ramp with the truth hidden from everyone ex- 
cept an esoteric inner circle. Don’t you think it’s about 
time you told the police all you know about Konradi’s 
discovery?” 

“Discovery?” Southerland was breathless as a boxer 
who sustains a blow over the heart. “I’ve told the police 
everything I know about Konradi’s cancer research.” 

“I’m not talking about Konradi’s cancer research. I’m 
talking about the thing he stumbled on in the course of 
his cancer research—a synthetic chromium that can be 
substituted for the metal now derived from natural 
chromite.” 

Basil’s glance traveled to a framed photograph on 
the wall. It looked rather like the ruin of a Roman am- 
phitheater, but there were negro miners in the fore- 
ground. It was an open-cut mine, roughly circular, in 
tiers and terraces. 

Southerland turned Basil’s card over and over in his 
fingers and suddenly Basil saw him as an old man. 
When he lifted his eyes all the disillusioned fatalism of 
age was made visible in his face. 

“Does anyone else know this yet?” 

SINO:” 

“How did you find out?” 

“I knew Konradi had been working with chromic 
acid at the time of his death because of a characteristic 
lesion between his nostrils. Therefore I knew you had 
lied when you said he was working on alum—and I 
wondered why. As the mice in his laboratory showed no 
signs of chromium poisoning it looked as if he had in- 
terrupted his bio-chemical experiments to work on a 
purely chemical problem. What remained of his notes 


ee 
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suggested that he had been trying to isolate the irritant 
factor present in chromic acid and absent from metallic 
chromium. That would involve a study of the chro- 
mium molecule which might iead to the discovery of a 
method for synthesizing a substitute for natural forms 
of chromium such as chromite. 

“Such a discovery would explain the theft of the lab- 
oratory notes and your attempt to conceal the fact that 
Konradi had been working on chromium. He had the 
electro-chemical equipment for such work—including 
an electric furnace that would produce high tempera- 
tures. Had he refused to have any laboratory assistants 
because he didn’t want to trust anyone with this secret? 
Had he avoided his former students in this country and 
other bio-chemists on the Yorkville faculty because he 
didn’t want anyone to become involved in whatever he 
was doing? Did he refrain from keeping text-books in 
his laboratory because he didn’t want anyone to know 
what text-books he was consulting? Did he instruct the 
keeper of the animal room to bring mice bred for cancer 
of the lungs to his laboratory every day so that anyone 
who discovered he was being supplied with chromic 
acid and related compounds would assume he was still 
working on cancer of the lungs? Did he employ a secre- 
tary ignorant of chemistry so she could not understand 
anything she saw in his laboratory or among his papers? 
Did he avoid other German-speaking refugees because a 
Nazi agent might pass as a refugee and the Nazis 
wanted his discovery for their own use? 

“This afternoon Dr. Feng showed an interest in Kon- 
radi’s laboratory that was not characteristic of his usual 
circumspection. Later I found a lump of unfinished 
metal in the laboratory labeled ‘ferro-chromium.’ Dr. 
Lambert, the city chemist, had taken the label at its face 
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value, but I took the metal to a metallurgist. When he 
told me it hadn’t precisely the same melting point as or- 
dinary ferro-chromium made with chromite, I thought I 
was on the right track. I was sure of it when I verified 
my recollection that you and the Mercantile Bank had 
heavy investments in African chromite mines.” 

Southerland seemed to brush all this aside as unim- 
portant. “Was Dietrich a Nazi agent?” he demanded. 

“Don’t you know?” 

“I never suspected it until you told me about his sui- 
cide Sunday evening.” 

“There must have been a Nazi agent,” said Basil. 
“Dietrich is the most likely candidate. A Nazi symbol 
was found along his trail and all secret political agents 
use some symbol by which they can recognize each 
other. The swastika is the logical symbol for a Nazi— 
unfortunately it’s been too well advertised. But the 
primitive swastika—the cross surrounded by a circle— 
is known only to a few. It was just the thing for the 
purpose and Dietrich was just the man for the purpose 
because his abnormal thymus gland made him look im- 
mature enough to pass as a German exchange stu- 
dent.” 

Southerland crushed the visiting card in his fist. ““Did 
Dietrich get word of the process to Germany before his 
death?” 

“T think not.” 

“Why?” 

“Count von Hohenems was arrested by the Gestapo 
in Prague a few hours after the news of Dietrich’s 
death must have reached the German news agencies. 
That was reprisal.”’ 

“Thank God!” The crushed card fell on the blotter 
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as Southerland’s hand relaxed. “Germany is one of our 
best customers for natural chromite in peace time. . . 
But what had Hohenems to do with it?” 

“Dietrich tried to get the jaboratory notes from the 
daughter by threatening the father. When he failed, the 
threat was carried out.” 

“And Dietrich killed himself because he had failed?” 

“No. Dietrich was killed by the same person who 
killed Konradi.” 

“But that can’t be!” 

“Why note” 

“Why should anyone kill both Konradi and Dietrich? 
One a refugee from the Nazis, the other an agent for 
the Nazis?” 

Basil answered with another question. “Am I right in 
assuming that Konradi wanted his chromium process 
used in Americar” 

“Perfectly right.” 

“And Dietrich wanted it used in Germany. So you 
see they did have one thing in common: both wanted to 
use the chromium process. That can only mean that 
both were killed by someone who wanted to prevent use 
of the chromium process—probably for financial rea- 
sons.” 

The scent of roses was heavy in the room. For an in- 
stant there was no sound but the monotonous murmur 
of traffic muffled by closed windows. Then the harsh, 
thin chimes of Old Trinity pealed the quarter hour. 

Feng sat perfectly still. Southerland moved uneasily 
in his chair. 

“JT suppose you think I murdered both?” 

“You had a motive.” 

Feng spoke for the first time. ‘So had I.” 
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Basil turned to look at him. ‘“‘As a professor of ab- 
normal psychology, which would you consider the 
stronger motive for murder—patriotism or greed?” 

Before Feng could answer, Southerland took com- 
mand of the conversation. “Willing, I am relying on 
you not to repeat anything we say here this afternoon. 
The bank is in no position at the moment to lose its in- 
vestments in the African Mining Company—to say 
nothing of its investments in the railroad and shipping 
lines that transport chromite to Europe and America. 
Surely you can see that the failure of the Mercantile 
Bank might involve the whole world.” 

“Aren’t you exaggerating?” 

“Am I? The failure of one bank—the Creditanstalt 
of Vienna—was the whisper that loosed an avalanche in 
1929. The world is an economic whole today and it’s 
the conflict between our economic internationalism and 
our emotional nationalism that is destroying us. You see, 
I’m putting all my cards on the table. But first I want 
to make one thing clear: I did not kill Konradi and I 
don’t know who did.” 

“Then why did you hide so many facts from the po- 
lice?” 

“Let me put the whole situation before you. Then 
you can decide for yourself whether or not it’s likely that 
I murdered Konradi.” 


Ill 


As Basil listened he reminded himself that Souther- 
land was not really a banker but a successful press 
agent—a man who had reduced persuasion to an exact 
science. He was speaking now in the easy, temperate 
voice of a man who feels that he has reason on his side. 


wn 
> 
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“, . . The S.S. men who wrecked Konradi’s labora- 
tory in Vienna in March, 1938, were brawny young 
toughs between sixteen and twenty with little education 
and as far as he could see no knowledge of chemistry. 
It never occurred to them that he might have made a 
discovery that would be invaluable to the Third Reich 
in the present state of world politics. They knew he 
was not an industrial chemist, but a biological chemist 
working on the cause and prevention of cancer. They 


_ didn’t realize that the world of chemistry—like the 


world of finance—is a whole and that no one can draw 


_a hard and fast line between industrial and biological 


_ chemistry. 


“Before burning Konradi’s laboratory, they sent all 


_his papers including his laboratory notes to a higher 


officer whose duty it was to look through the papers of 
arrested men and see if there were anything that would 
further incriminate them or their friends. Apparently 
this officer had some knowledge of chemistry, for he 


_ understood Konradi’s notes well enough to realize that 


the most important part was missing. Konradi’s study 
of chromium was only one phase of his study of cancer 
of the lungs, but in the course of it he stumbled upon a 
method of synthesizing chromium from a substance 
much cheaper and more accessible than chromite. Just 
as Gibson, another biological chemist, stumbled on an 
industrial process for making gold plate when he was 
working on a purely biological problem—the cause and 
cure of arthritis. 

“Can you imagine the feelings of that Nazi officer 
when he first caught a glimpse of synthetic chromium 
from the hints scattered through Konradi’s notes? 


_ Chromium alloy steel with its high tensile strength and 


resistance to heat and rust is essential to the armor 
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plate, bearings and valve steels used in modern war on 
land and sea. To make it now you must have a large 
supply of natural chromite. This makes chromite one of 
the so-called ‘strategic materials’ which may make the 
difference between the victory or defeat of a nation at 
war. 

“Germany has never forgotten that she lost the last 
war when the Allied blockade cut off her supply of 
these strategic materials. Her courtship of Russians, 
Turks and Africans of German descent is prompted by 
chromite hunger—Russia, Turkey and Africa are the 
chief chromite-producing nations. Of twenty-eight essen- 
tial minerals Germany has only thirteen within her ter- 
ritory and her shrinking export trade cannot pay for 
those she must import. All research laboratories in Ger- 
many today, academic and industrial, are geared for 
one purpose—the discovery of substitutes for the stra- 
tegic materials she lacks—rubber, gasoline, tin, copper, 
manganese, mercury, molybdenum, tungsten and—chro- 
Mite, «04! 

“Now do you understand why Konradi must have 
watched the antics of the S.S. men in his laboratory 
with sardonic appreciation? When they wrecked and 
burned it they were too stupid to suspect that they 
might be destroying something Germany needs as des- 
perately as a diabetic needs insulin—synthetic chro- 
mium. Intelligence is also a strategic material—one for 
which there is no synthetic substitute even in totali- 
tarian states. 

“Of course, Nazi chemists went over the smoldering 
ruins of Konradi’s laboratory, but all the metals were 
so fused and transformed it was impossible to find any 
clue to the process of manufacture. The heat of the fire 
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had been intense because there were inflammable 
chemicals stored in the laboratory.” 


IV 


Daylight had begun to fade. Southerland’s hand trem- 
bled slightly as he switched on his desk lamp. The 
three men sat in a pool of light; the corners of the 
room were dim as something seen under water. 

“Do you mean to tell me the Nazis could find no way 
of getting the process from Konradi himself at Dach- 
aur” cried Basil incredulously. 

Southerland hesitated. ‘““They did try,” he said at 
last. 

“There wasn’t a scar on Konradi’s body!” 

“Oh, no—nothing like that. Konradi’s scars were 
mental rather than physical. You see, he had the whip 
hand in a way. If they'd tried their usual methods of 
persuasion, he might have gone insane or died before 
revealing the process. There were no hostages they 
could threaten. His parents were dead, he had no wife 
or children, and both his laboratory assistants died 
shortly after arrest. For once the Gestapo was forced 
to try subtlety. . . . They borrowed an idea from Vil- 
liers de l’Ile Adam. He called it the ‘torture of hope.’ 
Police call it the ‘cat-and-mouse method.’ 

“You subject your prisoner to the worst possible con- 
ditions—solitary confinement, darkness, filth and a 
starvation diet. Then one night the jailer ‘forgets’ to 
lock the door as he goes out. For the first time in weeks 
the prisoner feels the dreadful emotion of hope—he 
thinks he has a chance to escape. Of course, he’s care- 
fully watched all the time. But he’s allowed to go quite 
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far—in some cases he’s allowed to escape altogether and 


enjoy the illusion of liberty for several days before the _ 


police who have made his escape possible decide to 
pounce and take him back. This is repeated several 
times. The amusing part of it is that no matter how 
often the prisoner has been fooled each time he sees the 
door ajar he can’t help hoping just a little. . . . The 
alternation of hope and despair is said to break the most 
stubborn will in the long run. When hope is finally 
dead, he’ll do or say anything required of him.” 

“But Konradi’s will didn’t break?” 

“Konradi was a remarkable man, and—a jail is only 
as strong as its weakest jailer. Some of Konradi’s Ger- 
man students were in the Nazi ranks. Whether they 
were converts or working for some underground anti- 
Nazi movement, he never knew. But they got word to 
him that something would go wrong in the power house 
the night of his escape. For a few moments there would 
be no electric current in the barbed wire and no flood- 
lights for the machine gunners. With a man of his reso- 
lution, that was enough to turn a staged escape into a 
real one.” 


“Are you quite sure it wasn’t staged—after all?” — 


murmured Basil. 
“What do you mean?” 


“A Nazi agent with a knowledge of chemistry could © 


have used Konradi’s name and reputation to gain access 
to this country. Did you ever have any real proof of his 
identity?” 

“Indisputable proof,” Southerland smiled. ‘‘His pro- 
cess for making synthetic chromium. No one else could 
bend the bow of Ulysses—no Nazi agent with a knowl- 
edge of chemistry could work out the details of an orig- 
inal process as brilliantly as Konradi. . . .” 
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“Then you have the process now?” 

“T’ve destroyed all my notes on it.” 

“How could you?” 

Southerland’s smile vanished. “‘Do you suppose farm- 
ers who plough under cotton really want to do such a 
wanton thing? They’ve got to if they’re to get a decent 
price for their cotton! They’re prisoners of circum- 
stances. So was I.” 

“And so was I... .” It was almost a whisper from 
Feng. 


Vv 


Obviously Southerland was not proud of his own part 
in Konradi’s story. It was several moments before he 
continued. His eyes were on the roses, avoiding Basil 
and Feng. 

“I was like the S.S. men. I forgot that there’s no 
hard and fast line between biological and industrial 
chemistry. Even when Konradi said something to me 
about working here on an industrial process he had dis- 
covered in Vienna during his cancer researches, I never 
associated cancer with chromium steel. Even when I 
saw the itemized bill for his equipment, I went on 
thinking of him as primarily a biological chemist. If 
there’d been any chance for me to make money out of 
his discovery I might have been more alert. But from 
the first I knew the patent would go automatically to 
the University. It always does when a member of the 
faculty makes a discovery during his work there.” 

“Why hadn’t Konradi patented the process in his 
own name before going to Yorkville University?” asked 
Basil. 

“He couldn’t be sure of the details until he was able 
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to repeat his experiments in a laboratory,” explained 
Southerland. ‘‘He had to do the whole thing over again 
without the help of the preliminary notes the Nazis had 
confiscated in Vienna and he wasn’t sure he could pull 
it off. That was why he didn’t tell me more about it. 
He chose a university laboratory rather than an indus- 
trial laboratory because he was a biological chemist and 
he wanted to go on with his cancer work afterward.” 

‘So you actually financed your own ruin?” said Basil. 

“Exactly.” Southerland achieved a wry smile. “Kon- 
radi knew that I was a vice-president of the Mercantile 
Bank, but he didn’t know that I and the bank were 
deeply involved in chromite mines. Neither he nor I had 
any idea that he was using money derived from the sale 
of natural chromite to perfect a process of manufactur- 
ing synthetic chromium which would make natural chro- 
mite unsalable. You know what happened to the Chil- 
ean nitrate industry when European chemists learned 
to extract commercial nitrates from air... . 

“The mere announcement of Konradi’s chromium 
process would have wrecked the market value of stock 
in the African Mining Company—to say nothing of 
stock in Afro-American Freighters Incorporated and 
the African Coastal Railway Company. They were cre- 
ated to transport chromite and the bank owns both. 

“The bank couldn’t obtain the patent on Konradi’s 
discovery. Legally it was the property of the University 
and Konradi insisted that he was obliged to inform the 
trustees of any discovery he made. I knew they 
would insist on upholding the University’s right to the 
patent. The bank would be left holding the bag while 
the University sold the process directly to the steel 
companies on a royalty basis. Konradi had an absurdly 
exaggerated idea of his obligations to the University 
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and when I suggested that he should suppress his dis- 
covery he even accused me of disloyalty to my own 
government.” 

“Why?” 

“America lacks seven of the minerals essential to 
modern war and chromite is one of them. Synthetic 
chromium would lessen our economic dependence on 
chromite producing nations and so lessen the possibility 
of our being drawn into war to defend our sea routes. 
But if war came to us, synthetic chromium would se- 
cure our supply of a military essential, chromium steel, 
within our own borders. Konradi wanted a democratic 
country to have the advantage of his discovery. As his 
own country no longer existed, he wanted the country 
that had welcomed him in exile to have it. He knew that 
our stocks of chromite are too low for national safety at 
the moment. He thought this fact should influence me 
more than financial considerations. Outside his own 
rather narrow field of chemistry, he was a little 
MAN i 2 

“Only when I pointed out that every miner in the 
chromite mines, every worker in the African Coastal 
Railway and every sailor on the Afro-American 
Freighters would be thrown out of work by his discov- 
ery, to say nothing of the people who would be ruined 
if the bank got into difficulties—only then did he begin 
to understand that he was over-simplifying a situation 
anything but simple. 

“He wasn’t converted to my point of view. But he 
finally agreed to wait two weeks before speaking to the 
other trustees about his discovery.” 

“What good was the delay?” 

“I hoped it would give me a chance to get rid of 
some of my stock in the various companies that would 
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be affected—selling a little here and a little there so no 


one would smell a rat, and. investing the proceeds in © 


something absolutely safe. Then if the bank did crash 
I could save something from the wreck.” 

“Nice for the bank,” murmured Basil. “And all those 
workers in the chromite mines and the railway and 
shipping company.” 

Southerland flushed. ‘It wouldn’t help the bank or 


the miners if I were ruined, too—would it? If I’d > 


warned the other directors, they'd have started selling 
and there would’ve been a panic before any of us were 
safe! There’s no sentiment in business!” 

“There certainly isn’t!” agreed Basil. “I’m afraid I’m 
a little naif. Like Konradi. . . . But wasn’t the delay 
dangerous after the process was on paper? Why didn’t 
you get police protection for Konradi? Or private de- 
tectives?”’ 

“Konradi wouldn’t have them. He believed that all 
detectives can be bribed or intimidated—that triple 
locks, burglar alarms and special guards simply adver- 
tise the presence of something immensely valuable. He 
thought the safest way to protect a secret is to let no 
one know that it exists. If only a few people knew he 
was in this country and no one knew he was working 
on synthetic chromium he thought he would be as safe 
as he could be in the circumstances. Just as he 
thought Gisela von Hohenems’ ignorance of chemistry 
would protect her. It seems he was wrong, but . . . she 
upset his calculations in more ways than one.” 

“Meaning he fell in love with her?” 

“What do you think?” Southerland smiled again as 
he straightened one of the roses that had begun to 
droop in the warm room. “He was an exile and she was 
home—she was the Ringstrasse on a May morning and 
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all the waltzes from Strauss. But he couldn’t tell her so. 
He knew he was always in danger and he never forgot 
those moments at Dachau when he was glad there was 
no one in his life who could be held as a hostage—no 
parent—no woman—no child. You can imagine how 
angry he was when Mrs. Prickett began to gossip about 
them. . . . Even in this country he was always on 
guard against the Nazis, but so far as I know he never 
suspected the German exchange students seriously— 
least of all Dietrich, who looked about sixteen.” 

“And then?” 

“There’s not much more to tell,’ answered Souther- 
land. “It was only last Friday that I first heard of Kon- 
radi’s discovery from Konradi himself in his laboratory. 
Saturday—the day he was murdered—I went to see 
him again, still hoping to convert him to my point of 
view.” 

“And when you went into his laboratory that after- 
noon you discovered that his notes on the chromium 
process were missing?” 

Southerland’s eyes narrowed. “How did you know 
that?” 

“You told me you looked at some books in Konradi’s 
laboratory that afternoon and that they were too tech- 
nical for you. But the only book in Konradi’s labora- 
tory was the telephone book. You must have been do- 
ing something you didn’t want to admit. You're not a 
chemist, so Konradi’s papers were the only things in 
the laboratory likely to interest you.” 

Southerland was almost embarrassed. “Ordinarily I 
wouldn’t think of looking at another man’s papers. 
But when Gisela von Hohenems went to look for Kon- 
radi I realized suddenly that if only I could destroy his 
laboratory notes, it would take him some time to recon- 
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struct the series of experiments from memory and that 
would delay publication of his discovery still longer. 

“It was a great shock when I found the notes were 
missing and an even worse shock when I learned Kon- 
radi had been murdered. I felt sure it was the murderer 
who had stolen the laboratory notes on the process but 
I didn’t know why he had done so. You can imagine 
the anguish of such a predicament! If someone like 
Feng or myself had stolen the process in order to sup- 
press it, I ought to hang onto my African Mining 
stock. But if a Nazi agent or a common thief had 
stolen the process in order to make use of it, I ought to 
dump my African Mining stock as soon as I could 
without starting a panic. Finally I decided to hold on 
to the bulk of my chromite stock for the time being 
while selling some of it—a five hundred thousand dol- 
lar block—and using the proceeds to buy an annuity as 
a life boat in case of sudden shipwreck. 

“I didn’t know what evidence of his work Konradi 
had left in his laboratory and I was naturally afraid the 
secret of his chromium process would come to light 
during a murder investigation. That would destroy the 
value of my mining stock and show the police that I 
had a motive for killing Konradi. So I did everything 
I could to make you think his death was a simple 
case of suicide not worth investigating. I got a re- 
search worker on my press-relations staff to look up 
suicide rates among German refugees and in so doing 
he found that stuff about blank shot suicides that I 
passed on to you. 

“With so much to conceal, I couldn’t risk taking a 
lie-detector test. But if I were the only person to refuse 
the police would suspect me. Therefore I induced sev- 
eral others to refuse at the same time in order to 
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weaken suspicion by distributing it among all of us. 
Feng and Halsey had their own reasons for refusing. 
Prickett was easily handled. For years he’s been pester- 
ing me none too subtly to get him a job in some adver- 
tising agency. He used to dedicate books to me and all 
that, but when I didn’t prove too responsive I really 
believe he nursed a sort of grudge against me. I thought 
it particularly fortunate to have the two professors of 
psychology refuse the lie-detector test. That should 
have discredited its psychological value in the eyes of 
the police. If you think my procedure was rather high- 
handed I can only remind you that I was desperate. 
With so much at stake, I would stop at nothing.” 

“Nothing?” 

There was an uncomfortable hush. 

“Almost nothing, I should have said.’ Southerland 
picked up a fallen rose petal that marred the immacu- 
late vacancy of his desk and dropped it in the waste 
basket. 

“And you, Feng?” Basil turned toward the Chinese 
scholar who had remained impassive throughout South- 
erland’s story. “What was your stake? Do you own 
stock in the African Mining Compeny? Or has the 
Mercantile Bank promised a loan to the Chinese govern- 
ment?” 

Feng shook his head. “I told you that I had not 
received money in any form—for myself or the Chinese 
cause.” 

“Then—?” 

“The future independence of China depends largely 
on the behavior of other nations.” Feng selected his 
words slowly. ‘As long as America, England and France 
have commercial stakes in the East, we can still hope. 
But should all three of these nations withdraw from 
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Asia, we will be dominated either by Japan or Russia 
for generations to come. When Britain and France are 
at war in Europe, America is our chief hope. Her stake 
in the East is not only her trade with China, but her 
lines of transport in Asiatic waters. She must keep these 
lines open if she is to obtain necessary raw materials 
from British and Dutch colonies in Africa and Asia— 
strategic materials essential to national defense. That 
is why America keeps most of her navy in the Pacific 
and leaves the task of patrolling the Atlantic largely 
to the British. 

“In other words, America is bound to Asia and Africa 
by a rope woven of several strands—tin, tungsten, 
rubber, silk, selenium, quinine, manganese and—chro- 
mite. If only one of these strands is broken, the rope is 
that much weaker. When Konradi discovered a process 
for making an equivalent of chromium steel without 
natural chromite he was breaking one of the strands in 
that rope. The silk strand may be broken by the new 
synthetic silk, nylon. The rubber strand may be broken 
by the new method of making synthetic rubber from 
butane instead of butadiene. I didn’t want a third 
strand broken—the chromite strand. For if ever 
America should learn to synthesize all these strands the 
rope would break—she would withdraw from the Far 
East altogether. Britain and France would probably have 
to withdraw as well—Britain could hardly patrol both 
Atlantic and Pacific alone—and China would be dom- 
inated by Japan for generations to come. 

“I learned of Konradi’s discovery Friday afternoon 
when Southerland came to my office to enlist my aid. 
He knew how I felt about the future of China and he 
knew I had been friendly with Konradi all winter. 
He thought my political arguments for suppressing the 
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discovery would carry more weight with Konradi than 
his own purely financial arguments. I saw Konradi in 
his laboratory Saturday afternoon, but I could not 
persuade him to suppress the process. He argued that 
it was impossible to save democracy in China now, but 
that it could still be saved in America if America kept 
out of foreign wars and synthetic chromium would help 
to keep America at peace. Possibly he was right. I don’t 
know. But—”’ Feng lifted his eyes and looked Basil full 
in the face. “I am not American. I am Chinese.” 

Another rose petal loosed its hold on life and drifted 
down upon the desk. Southerland did not notice this 
one. 

Feng sighed. “Konradi was my friend but in order 
to suppress evidence related to his chromium process 
I have had to protect his murderer by suppressing evi- 
dence related to his murder. Perhaps my conscience 
urged me to help you subconsciously. I like to think 
that is why I lost Konradi’s drawing of the primitive 
swastika in your car last Sunday and perhaps that is 
why I talked so much about chromium when I took 
you to the squash court Monday morning.” 

Basil looked at Southerland. “So there were at least 
three people who had a motive for killing Konradi?” 

“You mean Dietrich, Feng or I might have killed 
him to suppress his discovery?” 

“No. Dietrich’s murder clears him. But the failure 
of the Mercantile Bank would have been as bad for Ian 
Halsey as for you.” 

“Tan knew nothing of Konradi’s discovery!” cried 
Southerland. 

Basil explained the flaw in the air conditioning 
system. ‘““Anyone who happened to be in the squash 
court under Konradi’s laboratory on Friday when you 
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talked to Konradi or on Saturday when Feng talked to 
him could have known all about Konradi’s discovery. 
Anyone in the squash court Friday night when Dietrich 
talked to Gisela von Hohenems in Konradi’s laboratory 
would have learned that Dietrich was after the process. 
The missing laboratory notes weren’t found by the 
police among Dietrich’s papers. But it was he who had 
them last—Gisela gave them to him Saturday night. 
The murderer must have taken them when he killed 
Dietrich.” 

“Then—he must have them now!” Southerland was 
appalled. “He may patent the thing in his own name 
and sell it to the steel companies! And we don’t know 
who he is! We don’t know anything about him!” 

“We know one thing—he plays squash. We know he 
was in the squash court Saturday afternoon because he 
telephoned Konradi at Gisela’s apartment Saturday 
evening. The only way the murderer could have known 
Konradi would be there was by overhearing him make 
the appointment with her when they were in the labo- 
ratory through the air conditioning system. Konradi told 
no one he was going there and she told no one she ex- 
pected him.” 

Basil rose, conscious of Southerland’s probing eyes. 

“Where are you going?”’ demanded Southerland. 

“Back to Konradi’s laboratory. Now I know what 
to look for, I may find more clues to the chromium 
process.” 

Southerland had risen with mechanical courtesy. He 
pressed the switch of the ceiling light to illumine 
Basil’s way to the door. He paused, his hand still on 
the switch. “How many people know about the chro- 
mium process?” 

“I’m the only one beside yourself and Feng and— 
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whoever has the laboratory notes.” Basil felt as if 
Southerland’s shrewd glance were appraising his whole 
personality—estimating its price. He smiled slightly. 
“No use, Southerland. I don’t want to become psychiat- 
ric adviser to an advertising firm and I don’t own any 
stock in the African Mining Company and I’m not 
Chinese.” 

Southerland’s hand dropped to his side. “So you’re 
the only one who knows.” His voice was low and hard. 
“It’s a dangerous secret. It has already cost three lives 
in three days.” 

Basil’s smile broadened. “Is that a warning? Or a 
threat?” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


EXEUNT 


WITHIN THE WALLS of Yorkville University street 
lamps were lighted along the gravel paths, but their 
rays were drowned in mist. The river was a Whistler 
view of the Thames—land, sky and water all the same 
milky blue pierced by yellow lights on bridge and pier. 

At Southerland Hall there were lights in Prickett’s 
laboratory and Salt’s office. Basil’s step in the corridor 
brought Prickett to the threshold. Through the half- 
open door Basil saw Ian Halsey. 

“Are you making any progress?” demanded Prickett. 

“We believe so.” 

“You mean there'll be an arrest? Soon?” 

“Perhaps tomorrow. I expect to find my last piece of 
evidence in Konradi’s laboratory tonight.” 

“You think that wise?” 

“Why not?” 

Prickett’s eyes grew speculative. “You'll be alone in 
the building. Nothing will induce Ezra to sleep here 
again and the police guard has gone.” 

Basil smiled. “You forget my job takes me among 
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queer people all the time. I can take care of myself.” 

“Anything I can do to help?” 

“No—unless you can tell me if Southerland knows 
how to use a typewriter?” ‘ 

“TI don’t know .. .” began Prickett. 

Halsey intervened. “Yes, he uses an old Remington 
portable he bought in his newspaper days about 1919. 
He says it brings him luck and he won’t even have it 
repaired though the E is worn smooth and the dollar 
sign looks like an ordinary S.” 

“Touch system or hunt and peck?” 

“Touch. Why do you want to know? Do you think 
Southerland—” 

“Tan, Dr. Willing has work to do,” said Prickett. 
“You and I had better clear out... .” 

Alone, Basil unlocked Konradi’s laboratory and 
switched on the lights. Apparently nothing had been 
disturbed. He left the door ajar and dropped his coat 
and hat on the work bench. Night had come swiftly 
—a black, moonless night that turned the great panes 
of glass into mirrors reflecting the lighted room and the 
shining array of electro-chemical apparatus. He shaded 
his eyes with his hands trying to see into the darkness. 
But the mist hid every sight and deadened every sound 
except the moaning of foghorns in the harbor. He 
glanced at the things on Konradi’s shelves without much 
hope of finding another lump of synthetic ferro-chro- 
mium. 

Steps came along the corridor. Basil turned quickly 
and came face to face with Julian Salt. 

This was no longer the man who had seemed stricken 
at word of his wife’s death. There was a flush under 
the sunbrowned skin, the hazel eyes were brilliant as 
topaz. 
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“Cigarette?” Salt smiled and the white teeth in the. 
brown face were oddly suggestive of the feral animal | 


baring its teeth before giving battle. 
“No, thanks.” 
Salt lit his own cigarette and lounged against the 


work bench. “I heard what you said to Prickett just 


now.” 

“That's why I said it. I knew you'd listen.” 

Salt went on imperturbably. “Most murderers are 
caught because they are stupid and uneducated. This 
murderer is neither. You may be able to guess his iden- 
tity. But you’ll never be able to prove his guilt beyond 
a reasonable doubt. Rather tantalizing—isn’t it?” 

Basil returned the smile. ‘Must you stick to the third 
person?” 

“Not necessarily. I know I didn’t overlook any clues 
that would be admitted as evidence in a court of law. 
That leaves me singularly free to say whatever I please 
when there are no witnesses. I can always deny it after- 
Ward .o% 

The moment Salt admitted his guilt, Basil knew that 
he was not intended to leave the room alive. To do so 
he would have to match Salt’s own coolness and audac- 
ity. 
“You share the weakness of all murderers.” 

“And that is?” 

“Pathological vanity.” 

Salt was amused. “I don’t like that word pathological. 
But I can afford the luxury of honest vanity because 
you can’t prove me guilty.” 

“Quite sure?”’ 

“Quite.” Salt’s lazy relaxation was assumed. His eyes 
never lost their vigilance. “But I’m curious. How did 
you happen to pick on me?” 
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So that was it. Salt wasn’t quite sure and he had to 
find out. 

“You made the most fatuous mistake a murderer can 
make—you told unnecessary lies. A lie always reflects 
_ the image of the truth; it inverts like a mirror.” 

“Very clever. But not legal evidence.” The hint of 
temper in Salt’s voice encouraged Basil. A man who 
loses his temper can always be outwitted. 

“Just after Konradi’s murder, when you walked into 
Southerland Hall you asked Prickett: ‘Did you break 
that window?” A moment later you said to Foyle: ‘By 
eight, I must have been somewhere on the path between 
the chapel and Southerland Hall, walking toward the 
library. I reached the library a little after eight. I’ve 
_ been there ever since. . . . I came out of the library and 
saw lights in my office across the quad, so I decided to 
come over here and investigate... . 

“If you try to visualize those assertions spatially, 
you'll see that they contradict each other. We all know 
the library is east, the chapel is south, and Southerland 
Hall is west. We all know that the library and Souther- 
land Hall face each other across the quadrangle. And 
we all know that the janitor’s window faces the campus 
—north. If you went east to the library just before 
eight by way of the southwest path between the chapel 
and Southerland Hall and then recrossed the quad- 
rangle from the library to Southerland Hall—from east 
to west—how could you possibly know that a window 
on the north side of Southerland Hall had been broken 
just after eight o’clock? You couldn’t have seen the 
broken window from inside the building when you 
entered it after the murder, because you didn’t go down 
the corridor beyond your own office, the first to the 
right of the entrance. 
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“As soon as I worked that out, I suspected you were 
the man in the moonlight. It took youth, agility, nerve 
and presence of mind—the attributes of a man of 
action—to remember the one breakable window on 
the ground floor when you found yourself locked in 
the building—to crash through it and escape by out- 
running any possible pursuit. Prickett, Southerland and 
Feng are middle-aged men leading sedentary lives. 
Halsey is mentally unstable and always loses his nerve 
at the first hint of danger. The other suspects were 
women. You were the one man of action in the case 
—a man who must have faced all sorts of emergencies 
among Indians in the hinterland of Mexico. . . . South- 
erland once described you as athletic. When I realized 
the signifiance of the squash court, I was almost certain 
of your guilt.” 

“Neat enough.” Salt’s hand was steady as he lit a 
second cigarette. “But flimsy. It isn’t a crime to be a 
field worker in social anthropology. In court I could 
say that I got my topography mixed when I talked to 
Prickett and Foyle the night of the murder. I’m still 
waiting for evidence that would convict me beyond a 
reasonable doubt. . . .” 

“The most revealing lies are the inventive lies that 
draw on the imagination of the lar,’ went on Basil. 
“We had three of those inventive lies on the night of 
Konradi’s murder—three detailed descriptions of the 
man in the moonlight, each one different from the rest. 
We knew all three were false because none of the three 
witnesses could have seen him so clearly by moonlight 
at that distance. It didn’t matter whether those false 
statements were lies or misobservations. Inventive lies 
and misobservations are both stories that a witness 
builds with his own imagination. Therefore both reveal 
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the emotions and memories that haunt his imagination, 
as a dream reveals them. That’s what makes inventive 
lying dangerous to the liar—it’s partly an unconscious 
process that he can’t control. 

“Of course, you know why those three witnesses were 
so eager to describe the man in the moonlight—each 
wanted to divert suspicion from himself by identifying 
someone else as the murderer. If you are trying to pin 
a murder on someone consciously you choose someone 
you don’t like for the rdle. Exactly the same thing 
happens when you try to pin a murder on someone 
unconsciously through misobservation—you choose 
someone you don’t like without realizing it. When 
Woodman tried to divert suspicion from himself by 
describing another man as the murderer, his imagi- 
nation seized upon Prickett because he was angry at 
Prickett for fooling him over the sham crime. Prickett’s 
own imagination seized upon Southerland. For years 
Prickett has resented Southerland’s refusal to help him 
get a job with an advertising agency. Both these mis- 
observations were wholly unconscious. Woodman 
denied that he had described Prickett, and Prickett 
denied that he had described Southerland. 

“When it came your turn, you described that fugi- 
tive figure in the moonlight as a woman with high 
heels, long, trailing, dark coat and long pale dress. 
When I heard that your wife had worn high heels, long 
sapphire blue coat and long pale blue dress that night, 
I began to wonder if it could be she your imagination 
had thrust into the dangerous role of murderer when 
Foyle forced you to find a substitute for a figure that 
was actually your own. If so, I believed that you must 
hate her—consciously or unconsciously—more than 
Foyle had realized when he overheard scraps of your 
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quarrel with her at dinner on the night of Konradi’s 
murder. When you drew that portrait of your wife 
you forgot that portray and betray have the same root 
and a portrait may betray artist as well as subject. . . .” 

Salt’s face had changed at mention of Amy. His 
facade of polite depravity was cracking. “I hated her 
consciously! J—” 

Basil interrupted, pursuing his advantage. 

“As long as you stuck to factual statements, you 
concealed your hate. But whenever you lied, you told 
the truth, for the creative imagination must always 


suggest the true emotional state of the creator. The — 


morning we notified you of your wife’s death, you had 
to pretend you didn’t know she was missing. You 
claimed that you had been alone working on your plans 
for the Southerland Expedition to Mexico since early 
that morning, so that you didn’t even know she had 
left the house. Would you have been so busy with your 
work the first morning your wife was at home after 
months of separation, if you had loved her as much as 
you pretended? Of course not. But in concocting that 
yarn, your creative imagination automatically assumed 
the truth—that you did not love your wife—in which 
case your story was perfectly logical. 

“Your principal emotional response to the news of 
her death was rage at the police for failing to protect 
her, instead of grief at her loss. But grief would have 
been more natural if you had loved her. Was your rage 
assumed simply because rage is more easily counter- 
feited than grief? And was this false rage of yours 
directed at the police so that you wouldn’t have to help 
us by taking the lie-detector test? You would have been 
obliged to take it after your wife’s death if you had 
remained on good terms with us. We unearthed reasons 
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why Halsey, Southerland, Feng and the Pricketts re- 
fused to take the test. But we never found any real 
explanation for your refusal to take it. 

“Another lie that betrayed you was your ingenious 
theory that the man known as Konradi might have been 
a Nazi agent. You timed that tale to divert attention 
from yourself at a crucial moment—the discovery of 
your wife’s murder. The story was planned to confuse 
us by alienating our sympathy from Konradi and sug- 
gesting that we must look among anti-Nazis for his 
murderer. But it did more than that. It told us that 
you had an ingeniously criminal imagination—and we 
knew that an ingeniously criminal imagination had 
planned the blank-shot suicide of Konradi. 

“As you elaborated your false theory, you were 
carried away by the creative enthusiasm of a truly 
artistic liar, eager to fit everything that needed ex- 
planation into the pattern of his lie. You asked why 
Konradi should be killed ‘at the same time and by the 
same hand’ as Dietrich—unless both were Nazis? But 
how did you know Dietrich was killed ‘by the same 
hand’? The only evidence of that was the fact that 
Dietrich and Konradi were both killed by the same 
method—a fact that had never been published in the 
newspapers. They announced Dietrich’s death as 
suicide. How did you know it was murder—unless you 
were the murderer? That was one thing you couldn't 
have overheard through the flaw in the air conditioning 
system, because Feng said he was alone in the squash 
court when he overheard it and there was no reason to 
believe that you and Feng were working in collusion.” 

Salt tossed his last cigarette on the floor and rose. 

“Do you think a jury would swallow all this bunk 
about the truth in lies? You’d be laughed out of court 
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and you know it! It happens to be true—in this case 


anyway. But you can’t prove it, so—what are you going ~ 


to do about it?” 

‘“‘There’s one more point—the suicide note you signed 
with Konradi’s name and left beside his body. A mis- 
leading clue is like a lie—a leading clue to the mind 
that conceived it and the hand that executed it.” 

“You're bluffing!” Salt almost shouted. “There were 
no clues in that note! I used Konradi’s own typewriter 
and notepaper from his desk. I wore gloves so I would 
leave no fingerprints and I handled the paper carefully 
so Konradi’s fingerprints wouldn’t be blurred. I even 
typed the signature so I wouldn’t have to risk imitating 
his handwriting.” 

“And yet you left a clue to your identity in that 
note.” 

It took a great effort of will for Basil to turn his back 
to Salt. But he knew that he must appear completely 
sure of himself and he believed that Salt would not try 


to kill him until he had told Salt what the clue was— 


especially now the suicide note was in the hands of the 
police. 

Basil uncovered Konradi’s typewriter, slipped a sheet 
of paper into the roller and began to type. 


Sorry to selfishly involve Yorkville in this miser- 
able affair . 


“You're crazy!” Salt pushed him aside. “I didn’t say 


‘miserable affair—lI said ‘rotten business’! And I > 


never split an infinitive in my life! This is what I 
wrote—I remember perfectly!” 

Looking over Salt’s shoulder, Basil watched the 
words as Salt tapped them out letter by letter. 
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Sorry to involve the University in this rotten 
business, But life is hopeless if one loses friends 
ho;e country , , , everything , , , 

F, Konrgqdi 


“You see—” Something in Basil’s eyes stopped Salt. 

“I see that Konradi is spelled with a q, that the 
word home contains a semi-colon in place of the letter 
m, and that there are commas in eight places where 
there should be periods. Exactly those same errors occur 
in the original copy of the suicide note you left beside 
Konradi’s body, and each error corresponds to a differ- 
ence between the keyboard of a French typewriter and 
the keyboard of an American typewriter.” 

Piydonitunderstand........” 

“You wrote the fake suicide note on this typewriter 
of Konradi’s—an American Underwood just like 
thousands of others in New York offices. But your 
own typewriter is one of the Remington portables made 
for the French trade—I saw it when I first went to 
your house. You were brought up in France where your 
father served as consul and you probably never used 
an American typewriter before, or you would have 
anticipated the risk you took in changing from the 
French keyboard to the American. To a superficial 
glance, the two keyboards appear the same, but there 
are a few differences. The positions of A and Q, Z and 
W, as they occur on the American keyboard, are re- 
versed on the French keyboard. The punctuation marks 
are re-shuffled on the French machine to make room 
for the grave and acute accents, the circumflex, cedilla 
and dieresis. ~The French semi-colon takes the place 
of the American letter M in lower case, the French 
period replaces the American comma and so forth. 
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“People never realize how important these differ- 
ences are until they switch from one keyboard to the 
other and find that they are eternally putting Q for A 
and a comma for a period. Manual reflexes don’t adapt 
themselves quickly to changed circumstances and a 
good typist, like a good pianist, relies on hands instead 
of eyes. He never notices his mistakes until he reads 
over what he has written. As you typed Konradi’s sui- 
cide note in the dark, you couldn’t read over what you 
had written. 

“But darkness alone couldn’t account for your errors. 
To type in the dark at all, you must have used the 
touch system and even the blind can type by the touch 
system without making mistakes. If you typed well 
enough by touch to spell a long word like university 
correctly without seeing it, there was no reason why 
you should make a mistake in a short word like home. 
Neither could chance account for one error repeated 
no less than eight times—the eight commas that should 
have been periods. For all your careful, conscious 
planning of the crime, you betrayed yourself uncon- 
sciously through the arbitrary pattern of motor impulses 
which habit had stamped indelibly into your nervous 
system.” 

“Anybody might have a French typewriter!” Salt 
was shouting now. “Perhaps Southerland—” 

“Of the four people who had motives for murdering 
Konradi and Dietrich, only you are in the habit of 
using a French typewriter. Halsey has a Corona por- 
table. Foyle fixed the fact that it was American in my 
mind by remarking that it was just like his own—I 
knew Foyle would never buy a French typewriter. 
Feng uses a Royal. When I went to his rooms, I noticed 
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that most of his possessions were American, including 
his typewriter. Southerland keeps an old Remington 
portable for personal use. When Halsey said that the 
dollar sign was worn out, I knew it must be an Ameri- 
can machine, for, of course, the French keyboard has 
no dollar sign.” 

In blind rage, Salt sprang at the man who had out- 
witted him, but Basil was on guard. The blow that 
caught Salt on the point of the jaw and jarred his brain 
into unconsciousness was surgically neat and quick. 


II 


“Why were there no misspelied words in the fake 
suicide note that Salt signed with Dietrich’s name?” 

The sun was shining in the Dean’s garden when he 
asked his question a few days later. Basil and Foyle 
were with him. 

“Wasn’t it written on an American typewriter?” 
went on the Dean. “Dietrich’s own Smith portable?” 

“Yes, but the text of the note didn’t happen to in- 
clude the letters A, Q, Z, W, or M,” explained Basil. 
“There were some significant errors in punctuation. 
Such phrases as “IT'o whom it may concern’ are usually 
followed with a colon or a comma. In that note some 
such phrase was followed by a period. Again, after the 
word undersigned a colon or a comma would seem ap- 
propriate, but in that note it was punctuated with an- 
other period. That gave us two more errors correspond- 
ing to differences between the French and American 
keyboards, making a total of twelve in the two fake 
suicide notes. Of course, Salt didn’t type Dietrich’s 
note in the dark, but those errors in punctuation were 
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so slight that he didn’t notice them in his state of ex- 
citement immediately after Dietrich’s murder when he 
must have typed the note.” 

The Dean assimilated this in silence. Then he asked 
one last question. 

“Why? Why should Julian Salt, a scientist and 
scholar, want to suppress Konradi’s discovery of syn- 
thetic chromium?” 

Once more Foyle watched a gull coasting down the 
sunlit void above the river as Basil answered the 
Dean’s question. 

“Do you still think of a scholar as someone living 
in a social vacuum remote from political and industrial 
forces? That may have been scholarship in the Middle 
Ages or even in the nineteenth century, but not today. 
You know that every university and every research 
foundation depends on endowment from industry or 
the state for its income. That means that every scien- 
tist and every scholar has a vital interest in industry 
or politics. The time is passing when a Cézanne can 
afford to ignore a war like that of 1870 and a Pavlov 
can remain indifferent to Communist revolution. There 
is no refuge anywhere from these issues today. Even 
in the infinitely remote world of the molecule Konradi 
ran foul of Nazi industrial policy. Salt, the anthropolo- 
gist, had just as personal an interest in preserving the 
market for natural chromite as Southerland, the cap- 
italist. A job is just as much a vested interest as in- 
vested capital. 


“Salt lost his assistant professorship at Yorkville 


when the trustees decided to economize. But by rare 
good fortune he secured an even better job with the 
Southerland Foundation’s expedition to Mexico. Feng 
told me that all Southerland’s gifts to the University 
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and the Foundation were in the form of preferred stock 
in the African chromite mines. Synthetic chromium 
would make these stock certificates as worthless as the 
Insull stock that was finally used to paper the walls 
of a Chicago club. Then there would have been no 
Southerland Foundation, no expedition to Mexico and 
no job for Salt. 

“He had no means but his earnings. The little lux- 
uries that he loved because they distinguished him 
from professors like Prickett—the remodeled house, 
the Herat rug in his office, even the gold cigarette case 
—were made possible by his wife. And she was about 
to divorce him. 

“Like all specialists he was the prisoner of his spe- 
cialized training. It was too late for him to adapt himself 
successfully to work in any field other than anthro- 
pology. He understood this because he was always 
‘haunted by the shabby, defeated figure of his friend 
Trevor, the specialized man out of a job—a round peg 
in a succession of square holes—laboratory assistant, 
translator and so on, living from hand to mouth while 
his special talents and training go to waste. Unlike 
most men whose jobs are threatened by a technological 
invention, Salt knew the circumstances beforehand 
and had the opportunity to save his job by destroy- 
ing the invention and murdering the inventor. Like 
the Luddites of England who smashed the machines 
that made their hand labor unnecessary, Salt’s ag- 
gression was fear turned inside out. He was murderous 
and bold because he was frightened. As Konradi him- 
self said: ‘Courage is simply the active form of fear.’ 

“If Southerland had killed Konradi his motive would 
have been love of wealth. But Salt’s motive was one 
that has driven men and even nations to far more 
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desperate acts—fear of poverty—the one motive that 
doesn’t have to be explained to a jury. Southerland had 
only to trade a block of chromite shares for an annuity 
before the crash came and he would be safe. Souther- 
land only thought he was desperate. Salt was really 
desperate.” 

“TI can understand why Salt killed Konradi and 
Dietrich,” put in Foyle. “But I don’t see yet why he 
killed his wife.” 

“It was when he first learned of Konradi’s discovery 
that Salt tried to induce Amy to come back to him. 
Then he wouldn’t have been so utterly dependent on 
his job with the Southerland Foundation. But she re- 
fused. The bitterness you saw in Salt’s face at the 
restaurant Saturday evening was not frustrated love 
but humiliated egoism. Amy was Salt’s last chance and 
he had lost her. It may have been then while you were 
watching him that he took his final decision to kill 
Konradi and Dietrich. 

“How he must have writhed when Amy did come 
back to him—after the murders of Konradi and Diet- 
rich, when his job was safe and he no longer needed 
her money! She was foolish enough to say: ‘I’m almost 
glad Konradi was murdered because it has brought us 
together again!’ No wonder he cried: ‘Don’t say that!’ 
with real emotion. It’s only human to externalize re- 
morse. Doubtless he was thinking: ‘Jt’s her fault! If she 
hadn’t left me, it wouldn’t have happened. ... But 
he had to pretend he was glad to see her or the police 
might have asked awkward questions about his sudden 
change of heart. 

“And then he began to be afraid she would discover 
his guilt. No one had a better opportunity to do so and 
she was observant. She had noticed already that South- 
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erland, Feng and Konradi were all ‘in something to- 
gether.’ Perhaps she found a clue to the truth in some- 
thing he did or said. Or perhaps he simply couldn’t 
stand the strain of anticipating such a possibility any 
longer. 

“I think Salt had hated Amy for a long time. That 
was the real reason she left him last autumn. He had 
grown weary of his burden of gratitude to her and he 
couldn’t hide it any longer. In primitive patriarchies 
the husband buys the wife and Salt was one of those 
men who can never adjust themselves to the more civi- 
lized custom of the wife buying the husband. Yet he 
had wanted the comfort Amy could bring him enough 
to marry her in the first place. The very fact that he 
had to go without some of that comfort when she left 
him this winter must have exacerbated his feeling of 
antagonism for her... .” 


Il 


As the last rays of the sun gilded the Long Island 
shore the Dean walked to the gates of the campus with 
them. 

“Remember our first interview, Inspector? I hope 
we shall have the pleasure of welcoming your son to 
our freshman class before long.” 

“Thanks, but I haven’t quite decided. Maybe I'll 
just put him in the Police Force after all.” 

“I thought you wanted to get him away from the 
police atmosphere of crime and criminals?” 

“Yeah.” The Inspector’s gaze dwelt on Southerland 
Hall for the last time. “I do... .” 


That evening for the first time Basil went to the 
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apartment on 7gth Street where Gisela lived. He found 
her at her piano improvising a formless melody in 
minor key. Perhaps her little sitting room with its 
rented furniture was dingy and commonplace. But 
he was conscious only of the picture she made in the 
lamplight—dark head bent over flying hands, the veil 
of hair that hid her face almost black above the pale 
pink of her housecoat. A coat of stiff corded silk cut 
with masculine severity that emphasized her feminine 
suppleness. 

“What would you like?” she asked. “Schubert? Or 
something modern?” 

“T'd like to talk to you.” 

Her hands were still but she didn’t look up. “Is it 
about Ian? You needn't bother. He told me the truth 
about himself this morning. He said I had you to 
thank for that . . . Poor Ian!” 

“Pity is hardly a healthy foundation for marriage,” 
ventured Basil. 

Her fingers brushed the keys lightly. “I’m not going 
to marry Ian—or anyone else.” He recognized the 
opening bars of the nostalgic Wiener Wald. Was she 
thinking of Konradi? Or her father? 

He laid a hand over hers and the harmony dissolved 
in a blurred dissonance. “Life can’t go on without a 
great deal of forgetting. You can decide about marry- 
ing later. But you've got to dine with me to-night. 
That's not an invitation—it’s an order!” 
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